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Goodall's  Honsehold  Specialities. 

A  Single  Trial  solicited from  those  who  have  not  yet  tried 
these  splendid  Preparations. 


GOODALL'S  YORKSHIRE  RELISH. 

The  Most  Delicious  Sauce  in  the  World. 
This  cheap  and  excellent  Sauce  makes  the  plainest  viands  palatable,  and 
the  daintiest  dishes  more  delicious.    To  Chops,  Steaks,  Fish,  &c.,  it  is 
incomparable.    In  Bottles  at  dd.,  is.,  and  zs.  each. 

GOODALL'S  BAKING  POWDER. 

The  Best  in  the  World. 
Makes  delicious  Puddings  without  eggs,  Pastry  without  butter,  and  beau« 
tiful  light  Bread  without  yeast.    In  id.  Packets  ;  6d.,  is.,  zs.,  and  5J.  Tins. 

GOODALL'S  QUININE  WINE. 

The  Best  and  most  Agreeable  Tonic  yet  introduced. 
The  best  remedy  known  for  Indigestion,  Loss  of  Appetite,  General  Debility, 
&o.    Restores  delicate  individuals  to  health.   At  is.,  is.  i}id.,  ss.,  aiid 
2S.  2d.  each  Bottle. 

GOODALL'S  CUSTARD  POWDER. 

For  making  Delicious  Custards  without  eggs,  in  less  time  and  at  Half  the  Price. 
The  Proprietors  can  recommend  it  to  housekeepers  generally  as  a  useful 
agent  in  the  preparation  of  a  good  custard.  Give  it  a  Trial,  Sold  in 
Boxes,  di.  and  is.  each.  <t- 

GOODALL'S  GINGER  BEER  POWDER. 

Makes  Three  Gallons  of  the  Best  Ginger  Beer  in  the  World  for  3d. 
The  most  valuable  preparation  for  the  production  of  a  delicious  and  in- 
vigorating beverage.    It  is  easily  made,  and  is  by  far  the  Cheapest  and 
Best  Ginger  Beer  Powder  ever  offered  to  the  Public.    Packets,  3d.  and 
6d.  each. 

GOODALL'S  EGG  POWDER. 

Its  action  in  Cakes,  Puddings,  &c.,  &c.,  resembles  that  of  the  egg  in  every 
particular.  One  Penny  Packet  will  go  as  far  as  four  eggs  !  and  one  Six- 
penny Tin  as  far  as  28  !  Sold  everywhere  in  id.  Packets  ;  6d.  and  is.  Tins, 

GOdDALL'S  BLANC-MANGE  POWDER. 

Making  delicious  Blanc-Mange  in  a  few  minutes.  In  Boxes,  6d.  and  is.  each. 

GOODALL'S  BRUNSWICK  BLACK. 

For  Painting  Stoves,  Grates,  Iron,  Tin,  &c.    In  Bottles,  6d.  and  u.  each. 
All  the  above-named  Preparations  may  be  had  of  all  Grocers,  Chemists,  Patent 
Medicine  Dealers,  and  Oilmen, 


MANUFACTURERS: 

GOOD  ALL,  BACKHOUSE  &  CO.,  White  Horse  Street,  LEEDS. 


FOR  THE  VASELINE  SOAP  toilet. 

MANUFACTURED  FROM  PURE  VASELINE  (PETROLEUM  JELLY). 
SIXPENNY  AND  SHILLING  TABLETS. 

VASELINE  is  the  most  healing  and  soothing  substance  known  to  science  and  i"PPlied  by  medical 
men  to  the  most  icBamed  and  delicate  surfaces.  It  cannot  m  any  Imirth  of  '""f, '''"f  =/t,""^;:;,:"i 
^vill  be  readily  understood  that  Soap  made  of  this  material  far  surpasses  any  o.her  for  its  benencial 
action  on  the  skin.    Vide  Lancet,  Daily  Telegraph,  &c.  _        „       .     ,  ,  ^^^-^'^r^^  th*. 

VASELINE  SOAP  is  the  most  delicate  and  elegrant  Toilet  Soap  in  the  J?3'''=Vi/c;™?,^„ -nn"^ 
virtues  of  the  Vaseline  itself,  of  which  the  foUowing  appears  in  the  Appendix  to  Dr  .  ^CHLIEMAN^  b 
■■/««."  The  famous  Dr.  ViRCHOW,  of  Berlin,  says:  "Of  the  Vaseline  I  P^/"'^^^^^^ 
sckHowledgment.  not  only  against  the  effects  of  sunburning  on  the  skin,  but  also  in  various  excoria 
tions,  especially  from  riding,  it  proved  to  be  highly  beneficial."  n.  i 

VASELINE  SOAP  HAS  BEEN  AWARDED  SIX  PRIZE  MEDALS. 

The  Genuine  Soap  stamped  "  CHESEBROUGH."    For  Sale  everywhere. 
Per  Pamphlets,  address  CHESEBEOUGH  MANUFACIURINS  CO.,  41,  Holbom  Viaduct,  E.C. 
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Sold  by  All  Stationers. 
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T/AfjS  AND  MONEY  SAVED  BY  USING 

RIPPINCILLE'S  PATENT  OIL  COOKING  STOVES. 

Odourless,  Smokeless,  Portable,  Safe,  and  Cleanly. 

They  will  roast  Joints  or  Poultry,  boil  Fish,  Vegetables 
&c.  :  fry  Chops,  Steaks,  or  Bacon,  bake  Bread  or  Pastry 
Toast,  heat  Flat  Irons,  and,  in  fact,  do  the  entire  work  of  c 
kitchen  Jire,  over  which  they  have  the  advantage  of  bein^ 
lit  or  extinguished  in  a  moment.  For  Domestic  use  am 
Economy  they  are  unequalled. 

Three  Meals  a  Day  for  4  to  6  persons  can  be  cooked  fo 
a  penny.  Prices  from  a  few  Shillings.  Write  for  Illustratei 
List  and  full  particulars  to  the  ALBION  LAMP  COMPANY 
118,  Holbom,  London,  and  say  where  yoM  saw  thisAdver 
tisement. 

GIVES  HEALTH,  STRENGTH,  COMFORT  TO  ALL. 

CHEAP,   GOOD,  SOUND,  HEALTHY. 
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FOR  INFANTS  &  INVALIDS. 

Soli  iy  all  Chemists  and  Grocers  throughout  the  World. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Post  2,vOj  illustrated  boards^  2s.  each. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Just  where  the  red  track  of  the  Los  Gatos 
road  streams  on  and  upward  like  the 
sinuous  trail  of  a  fiery  rocket  until  it  is 
extinguished  in  the  blue  shadows  of  the 
coast  range,  there  is  an  embayed  terrace 
near  the  summit  hedged  by  dwarf  firs.  At 
every  bend  of  the  heat-laden  road  the  eye 
rests  upon  it  wistfully ;  all  along  the  flank 
of  the  mountain,  which  seemed  to  pant 
and  quiver  in  the  oven-like  air;  through 
rising  dust,  the  slow  creaking  of  dragging 
wheels,  the  monotonous  cry  of  tired 
springs  and  the  muffled  beat  of  plunging 
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hoofs,  it  held  out  a  promise  of  sheltered 
coolness  and  green  silences  beyond.  Sun- 
burned and  anxious  faces  yearned  towards 
it  from  the  dizzy,  swaying  tops  of  stage- 
coaches, from  lagging  teams  far  below, 
from  the  blinding  white  canvas  covers  of 
"  mountain  schooners,"  and  from  scorching 
saddles  that  seemed  to  weigh  down  the 
scrambling,  sweating  animals  beneath. 
But  it  would  seem  that  the  hope  was  vain, 
the  promise  illusive.  When  the  terrace 
was  reached  it  appeared  not  only  to  have 
caught  and  gathered  all  the  heat  of  the 
valley  below,  but  to  have  evolved  a  fire  of 
its  own  from  some  hidden  crater-like 
source  unknown.  Nevertheless,  instead  of 
prostrating  and  enervating  man  and  beast, 
it  was  said  to  have  induced  the  wildest 
exaltation.  The  heated  air  was  filled  and 
stifling  with  resinous  exhalations.  The 
delirious    spices    of    balm,    bay,  spruce. 
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juniper,  yerha  buena,  wild  syringa,  and 
strange  aromatic  herbs  as  yet  unclassified, 
distilled  and  evaporated  in  that  mighty 
heat,  seemed  to  fire  with  a  midsummer 
madness  all  who  breathed  their  fumes. 
They  stung,  smarted,  stimulated,  intoxi- 
cated. It  was  said  that  the  most 
jaded  and  foot-sore  horses  became  furious 
and  ungovernable  under  their  influence; 
wearied  teamsters  and  muleteers  who 
had  exhausted  their  profanity  in  the 
ascent,  drank  fresh  draughts  of  in- 
spiration in  this  fiery  air,  extended  their 
vocabulary,  and  created  new  and  start- 
ling forms  of  objurgation.  It  is  recorded 
that  one  bibulous  stage-driver  exhausted 
description  and  condensed  its  virtues  in 
a  single  phrase — "Gin  and  Ginger."  This 
felicitous  epithet,  flung  out  in  a  generous 
comparison  with  his  favourite  drink,  ''Rum 
and  Gum,"  clung  to  it  ever  after. 
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Such  was  the  current  comment  on 
this  vale  of  spices.  Like  most  human 
criticism  it  was  hasty  and  superficial. 
No  one  yet  had  been  known  to  have 
penetrated  deeply  its  mysterious  recesses. 
It  was  still  far  below  the  summit  and  its 
wayside  inn.  It  had  escaped  the  intruding 
foot  of  hunter  and  prospector,  and  the 
inquisitive  patrol  of  the  County  Surveyo't 
had  only  skirted  its  boundary.  It  remained 
for  Mr.  Lance  Harriott  to  complete  its 
exploration.  His  reasons  for  so  doing  were 
simple.  He  had  made  the  journey  thither 
underneath  the  stage-coach  and  clinging  to 
its  axle.  He  had  chosen  this  hazardous 
mode  of  conveyance  at  night  as  the  coach 
crept  by  his  place  of  concealment  in  the 
way-side  brush,  to  elude  the  Sheriff  of 
Monterey  County  and  his  posse,  who  were 
after  him.  He  had  not  made  himself 
known  to  his  fellow-passengers  as  they 
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already  knew  him  as  a  gambler,  an  outlaw, 
and  a  desperado ;  he  deemed  it  unwise  to 
present  himself  in  his  newer  reputation  of 
a  man  who  had  just  slain  a  brother  gambler 
in  a  quarrel,  and  for  whom  a  reward  was 
offered.  He  slipped  from  the  axle  as  the 
stage-coach  swirled  past  the  brushing 
branches  of  fir,  and  for  an  instant  lay 
unnoticed,  a  scarcely  distinguishable  mound 
of  dust  in  the  broken  furrows  of  the  road. 
Then,  more  like  a  beast  than  man,  he  crept 
on  his  hands  and  knees  into  the  steaming 
underbrush.  Here  he  lay  still,  until  the 
clatter  of  harness  and  the  sound  of  voices 
faded  in  the  distance.  Had  he  been 
followed  it  would  have  been  difficult  to 
detect  in  that  inert  mass  of  rags  any 
semblance  to  a  known  form  or  figure.  A. 
hideous  reddish  mask  of  dust  and  clay 
obliterated  his  face  ;  his  hands  were  shape- 
less  stumps  exaggerated  in  his  trailing 
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sleeves.  And  when  he  rose,  staggering 
Uke  n  drunken  man,  and  plunged  wildly 
into  the  recesses  of  the  wood,  a  cloud  of 
dust  followed  him,  and  pieces  and  patches 
of  his  frayed  and  rotten  garments  clung  to 
the  impeding  branches.  Twice  he  fell, 
but,  maddened  and  upheld  by  the  smarting 
spices  and  stimulating  aroma  of  the  air,  he 
kept  on  his  course. 

Gradually  the  heat  became  less  oppres- 
sive ;  once  when  he  stopped  and  leaned 
exhaustedly  against  a  sapling,  he  fancied 
he  saw  the  zephyr  he  could  not  yet  feel  in 
the  glittering  and  trembling  of  leaves  in 
the  distance  before  him.  Again  the  deep 
stillness  was  moved  with  a  faint  sisfhino- 
rustle,  and  he  knew  he  must  be  nearinof 
the  edge  of  the  thicket.  The  spell  of 
silence  thus  broken  was  followed  by  a 
fainter,  more  musical,  interruption — the 
glassy  tinkle  of  water  !    A  step  farther  his 
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foot  trembled  on  the  verge  of  a  slight 
ravine  still  closely  canopied  by  the  inter- 
lacing boughs  overhead.  A  tiny  stream 
that  he  could  have  dammed  with  his  hand 
yet  lingered  in  this  parched  red  gash  in  the 
hillside  and  trickled  into  a  deep,  irregular, 
well-like  cavitv,  that  ao-ain  overflowed  and 
sent  its  slight  surplus  on.  It  had  been 
the  luxurious  retreat  of  many  a  spotted 
trout ;  it  was  to  be  the  bath  of  Lance 
Harriott.  Without  a  moment's  hesitation, 
^^•ithout  removing  a  single  garment,  he 
slipped  cautiously  into  it,  as  if  fearful  ol 
losing  a  single  drop.  His  head  disappeared 
from  the  level  of  the  bank ;  the  solitude 
was  again  unbroken.  Only  two  objects 
remained  upon  the  edge  of  the  ravine — his 
revolver  and  tobacco  pouch. 

A  few  minutes  elapsed.  A  fearless 
blue  jay  alighted  on  the  bank  and  made 
a  prospecting  peck  at  the  tobacco  pouch. 
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It  yielded  in  favour  of  a  gopher,  who 
endeavoured  to  draw  it  towards  his  hole, 
but  in  turn  gave  way  to  a  red  squirrel, 
whose  attention  was  divided,  however, 
between  the  pouch  and  the  revolver, 
which  he  regarded  with  mischievous 
fascination.  Then  there  was  a  splash,  a 
grunt,  a  sudden  dispersion  of  animated 
nature,  and  the  head  of  VLr.  Lance 
Harriot  appeared  above  the  bank.  It 
was  a  startling  transformation.  Not  only 
that  he  had,  by  this  wholesale  process, 
washed  himself  and  his  light  "  drill" 
garments  entirely  clean,  but  that  he 
had,  apparently  by  the  same  operation, 
morally  cleansed  Idmself,  and  left  every 
stain  and  ugly  blot  of  his  late  misdeeds 
and  reputation  in  his  bath.  His  face, 
albeit  scratched  here  and  thei-e,  was  rosy, 
round,  shining  with  irrepressible  good- 
humour  and  youthful  levity.     His  large 
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blue  eyes  were  infantine  in  their  innocent 
surprise  and  thoughtlessness.  Dripping 
yet  with  water,  and  panting,  he  rested  his 
elbows  lazily  on  the  bank,  and  became 
instantly  absorbed  with  a  boy's  delight 
in  the  movements  of  the  gopher,  who 
after  the  first  alarm  returned  cautiously 
to  abduct  the  tobacco  pouch.  If  any 
familiar  had  failed  to  detect  Lance 
Harriott  in  his  hideous  masquerade  of 
dust  and  grime  and  tatters,  still  less 
would  any  passing  stranger  have  recog- 
nised in  this  blonde  faun  the  possible 
outcast  and  murderer.  And  when  with 
a  swirl  of  his  spattering  sleeve  he  drove 
back  the  gopher  in  a  shower  of  spray,  and 
leaped  to  the  bank,  he  seemed  to  have 
accepted  his  felonious  hiding-place  as  a 
mere  pic-nicing  bower. 

A  slight  breeze  was  unmistakedly  per- 
meating the  wood  from  the  west.  Look- 
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ing  in  that  direction  Lance  imagined 
that  the  shadow  was  less  dark,  and 
although  the  undergrowth  was  denser,  he 
struck  off  carelessly  towards  it.  As  he 
went  on,  the  wood  became  lighter  and 
lighter ;  branches,  find  presently  leaves,  were 
painted  against  the  vivid  blue  of  the  sky. 
He  knew  he  must  be  near  the  summit, 
stopped,  felt  for  his  revolver,  and  then  lightly 
put  the  few  remaining  branches  aside. 

The  full  glare  of  the  noon-day  sun  at 
first  blinded  him.  When  he  could  see 
more  clearly  he  found  himself  on  the 
open  western  slope  of  the  mountain, 
which  in  the  coast  range  was  seldom 
wooded.  The  spiced  thicket  stretched 
between  him  and  the  summit,  and  again 
between  him  and  the  stage-road  that 
plunged  from  the  terrace  like  forked 
lightning  into  the  valley  below.  lie 
could  command  all  the  approaches  with- 
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out  being  seen.  Not  that  this  seemed 
to  occupy  his  thoughts  or  cause  him  any 
a,nxiety.  His  first  act  was  to  disen- 
cumber himself  of  his  tattered  coat ;  he 
then  filled  and  lighted  his  pipe,  and 
stretched  himself  full-length  on  the  open 
hillside,  as  if  to  bleach  in  the  fierce  sun. 
While  smoking  he  carelessly  perused  the 
fragment  of  a  newspaper  which  had  en- 
veloped his  tobacco,  and  being  struck 
with  some  amusing  paragraph,  read  it 
half  aloud  again  to  some  imaginary 
auditor,  emphasising  its  humour  with  a 
hilarious  slap  upon  his  leg. 

Possibly  from  the  relaxation  of  fatigue 
and  the  bath,  which  had  become  a  vapour 
one  as  he  alternately  rolled  and  dried  him- 
self in  the  baking  grass,  his  eyes  closed 
dreamily.  He  was  awakened  by  the  sound 
of  voices.  They  were  distant,  they  were 
vague,  they  approached  no  nearer.  He 
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rolled  liimself  to  the  verge  of  the  first 
precipitous  grassy  descent.  There  was 
another  bank  or  plateau  below  him,  and 
then  a  confused  depth  of  olive  shadows, 
pierced  here  and  there  by  the  spiked 
helmets  of  pines.  There  was  no  trace  of 
habitation.  Yet  the  voices  were  those  of 
some  monotonous  occupation,  and  Lance 
distinctly  heard  through  them  the  click 
of  crockery  and  the  ring  of  some  house- 
hold utensil.  It  appeared  to  be  the 
interjectional,  half  listless,  half  perfunctory 
domestic  dialogue  of  an  old  man  and  a  mrl, 
of  which  the  words  were  nnintellisible. 
Their  voices  indicated  the  solitude  of  the 
mountain  but  without  sadness,  tliey  were 
mysterious  without  being  awe-inspiring, 
they  might  have  uttered  the  dreariest  com- 
monplaces, but  in  their  vast  isolation  they 
seemed  musical  and  eloquent.  Lance  drew 
his  first  sigh — they  had  suggested  dinner. 
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Careless  as  his  nature  was,  he  was  too 
cautious  to  risk  detection  in  broad  day- 
light.     He   contented   himself  for  the 
present  with  endeavouring  to  locate  that 
particular  part  of  the  depths  from  which 
the  voices  seemed  to  rise.    It  was  more 
difficult,  however,  to  select   some  other 
way  of  penetrating  it  than  by  the  stage- 
road.     "  They're  bound  to  have  a  fire  or 
show  a  light  when  it's  dark,"  he  reasoned, 
and  satisfied  with  that  reflection  lay  down 
again.    Presently  he  began  to  amuse  him- 
self by  tossing  some  silver  coins  in  the  air. 
Then  his  attention  was  directed  to  a  spur 
of  the  coast  range  which  had  been  sharply 
silhouetted  against  the  cloudless  western 
sky.     Something  intensely  white,  some- 
thing so  small  that  it  was  scarcely  larger 
than  the  silver  coin  he  held  in  his  hand, 
was  appearing  in  a  slight  cleft  of  the 
range. 
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While  lie  looked  it  gradually  filled  and 
obliterated  the  cleft.  In  another  moment 
the  whole  serrated  line  of  mountain  had 
disappeared.  The  dense,  dazzling,  white, 
encompassing  host  began  to  pour  over  and 
down  every  ravine  and  pass  of  the  coast. 
Lance  recognized  the  sea-fog,  and  knew 
that  scarcely  twenty  miles  away  lay  the 
ocean — and  safety  !  The  drooping  sun 
was  now  caught  and  hidden  in  its  soft 
embraces.  A  sudden  chill  breathed  over 
the  mountain.  He  shivered,  rose,  and 
plunged  again  for  very  warmth  into  the 
spice-laden  thicket.  The  heated  balsamic 
air  began  to  affect  him  like  a  powerful 
sedative  ;  his  hunger  was  forgotten  in  the 
languor  of  fatigue  ;  he  slumbered.  When 
he  awoke  it  was  dark.  He  groped  his 
way  through  the  thicket.  A  few  stars 
were  shining  directly  above  him,  but 
beyond  and  below  everything  was  lost  in 
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the  soft,  white,  fleecy  veil  of  fog.  What- 
ever light  or  fire  might  have  betokened 
human  habitation  was  hidden.    To  have 
pushed  on  blindly  was  madness  ;  he  could 
only  wait  for  morning.     It  suited  the 
outcast's  lazy  philosophy ;  he  crept  back 
again  to  his  bed  in  the  hollow  and  slept. 
In  that  profound  silence  and  shadow,  shut 
out  from  human  association  and  sympathy 
by  the  ghostly  fog,  what  torturing  visions 
conjured  up  by  remorse  and  fear  should 
have  pursued  him  ?    what   spirit  passed 
before  him  or  slowly  shaped  itself  out  of 
the  infinite  blackness  of  the  wood  ?  None. 
As  he  slipped  gently  into  that  blackness 
he  remembered  with  a  slight  regret  some 
biscuits  that  were  dropped  from  the  coach 
by   a   careless   luncheon-consuming  pas- 
senger.     That   pang   over,  he   slept  as 
sweetly,  as  profoundly,  as  divinely  as  a 
child. 
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He  awoke  with  the  aroma  of  the  woods 
still  steeping  his  senses.  His  first  instinct 
was  that  of  all  young  animals ;  he  seized 
a  few  of  the  young,  tender  green  leaves  of 
the  yerba  buena  vine  that  crept  over  his 
mossy  pillow  and  ate  them,  being  rewarded 
by  a  half-berry-like  flavour  that  seemed  to 
soothe  the  cravings  of  his  appetite.  The 
languor  of  sleep  being  still  upon  him,  he 
lazily  watched  the  quivering  of  a  sunbeam 
that  was  caught  in  the  canopying  boughs 
above.  Then  he  dozed  again.  Hovering 
between  sleej^ing  and  waking,  he  became 
conscious  of  a  slight  movement  among  the 
dead  leaves  on  the  bank  beside  the  hollow 
in  which  he  lay.    The  movement  appeared 
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to  be  intelligent,  and  directed  towards  his 
revolver  which  glittered  on  the  bank. 
Amused  at  this  evident  return  of  his  lar- 
cenous friend  of  the  previous  day,  he  lay 
perfectly  still.  The  movement  and  rustle 
continued,  but  it  now  seemed  long  and 
undulating.  Lance's  eyes  suddenly  became 
set ;  he  was  intensely,  keenly  awake.  It 
was  not  a  snake,  but  the  hand  of  a  human 
arm  half  hidden  in  the  moss,  groping  for 
the  weapon.  In  that  flash  of  perception  he 
saw  that  it  was  small,  bare,  and  deeply 
freckled.  In  an  instant  he  grasped  it 
firmly,  and  rose  to  his  feet,  dragging  to 
his  own  level  as  he  did  so  the  strugglmg 
figure  of  a  young  girl, 

"Leave  me  go,"  she  said,  more  ashamed 
than  frightened. 

Lance  looked  at  her.  She  was  scarcely 
more  than  fifteen,  slight  and  lithe,  with  a 
boyish  flatness  of  breast  and  back.  Her 
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flushed  face  and  bare  throat  were  absolutely 
peppered  with  minute  brown  freckles,  like 
grains  of  spent  gunpowder.  Her  eyes, 
which  were  large  and  grey,  presented  the 
singular  spectacle  of  being  also  freckled — 
at  least  they  were  shot  through  in  pupil 
and  cornea  with  tiny  spots  like  powdered 
allspice.  Her  hair  was  even  more  remark- 
able in  its  tawny,  deer-skin  colour,  full  of 
lighter  shades,  and  bleached  to  the  faintest 
of  blondes  on  the  crown  of  her  head,  as  if 
by  the  action  of  the  sun.  She  had  evi- 
dently outgrown  her  dress,  which  was  made 
for  a  smaller  child,  and  the  too  brief  skirt 
disclosed  a  bare,  freckled,  and  sandy  desert 
of  shapely  limb,  for  which  the  darned 
stockings  were  equally  too  scant.  Lance 
let  his  grasp  slip  from  her  thin  -wrist  to  her 
hand,  and  then  with  a  good-humoured 
gesture  tossed  it  lightly  back  to  her. 
She  did  not  retreat,   but  continued 


FLIP. 


27 


looking  at  him  in  half-surlj  embarrass- 
ment, 

"I  ain't  a  bit  frightened,"  she  said. 
"  I'm  not  going  to  run  away — don't  you 
fear." 

"  Glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Lance,  with 
unmistakable  satisfaction,  "  but  why  did 
you  go  for  my  revolver  ?" 

She  flushed  again,  and  was  silent. 
Presently  she  began  to  kick  the  earth  at 
the  roots  of  the  tree,  and  said,  as  if  con- 
fidentially to  her  foot,  "  I  w^anted  to  get 
hold  of  it  before  you  did." 

"  You  did  ?  and  v\'hy  ?" 

"  O,  you  know  why." 

Every  tooth  in  Lance's  head  showed 
that  he  did,  perfectly-  But  he  was  dis- 
creetly silent. 

"  I  didn't  know  what  you  were  hiding 
there  for."  she  went  on,  still  addressing 
the  tree,  "and,"  looking  at  him  sideways 
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under  her  white  lashes,  "I  didn't  see 
your  face." 

This  subtle  compliment  was  the  first 
suggestion  of  her  artful  sex.  It  actually 
sent  the  blood  into  the  careless  rascal's 
face,  and  for  a  moment  confused  him. 
He  coughed.  "  So  you  thought  you'd 
freeze  on  to  that  six-shooter  of  mine  until 
you  saw  my  hand  ?" 

She  nodded.  Then  she  picked  up  a 
broken  hazel  branch,  fitted  it  into  the 
small  of  her  back,  threw  her  tanned  bare 
arms  over  the  ends  of  it,  and  expanded 
her  chest  and  her  biceps  at  the  same 
moment.  This  simple  action  was  sup- 
posed to  convey  an  impression  at  once 
of  ease  and  muscular  force. 

"  Perhaps  you'ld  like  to  take  it  now," 
said  Lance,  handing  her  the  pistol. 

"I've  seen  six-shooters  before  now," 
said  the  girl,  cleverly  evading  the  pro- 
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ferred  weapon  and  its  suggestions.  "  Dad 
has  one,  and  my  brother  had  two  der- 
ringers before  he  was  half  as  big  as  me." 

She  stopped  to  observe  in  her  com- 
panion the  effect  of  this  capacity  of  her 
family  to  bear  arms.  Lance  only  regarded 
her  amusedly.  Presently  she  again  spoke 
abruptly — 

"What  made  you  eat  that  grass  just 
now  ?" 

"  Grass  !"  echoed  Lance. 
"Yes,  there,"  pointing  to   the  yerha 
huena. 

Lance  laughed.  "  I  was  hungry.  Look," 
he  said,  gaily  tossing  some  silver  into 
the  air.  "  Do  you  think  you  could  get 
me  some  breakfast  for  that,  and  have 
enough  left  to  buy  something  for  your- 
self?" 

The  girl  eyed  the  money  and  the  man 
with  half-bashful  curiosity. 
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"  I  reckon  dad  might  give  ye  su thing 
if  he  had  a  mind  ter,  though  ez  a  rule 
he's  down  on  tramps  ever  since  tliey  run 
off  his  chickens.    Ye  might  try," 

"But  I  want  you  to  try.  You  can 
bring  it  to  me  Iiere." 

The  girl  retreated  a  step,  dropped  her 
eyes,  and  with  a  smile  that  was  a  charm- 
ing hesitation  between  bashfulness  and 
impudence,  said: — "So  you  are  hidin', 
are  ye 

"  That's  just  it.  Your  head's  level.  I 
am,"  laughed  Lance,  unconcernedly. 

"  Yur  aui't  one  o'  the  M'Carty  gang — 
are  ye  J 

Mr.  Lance  Harriott  felt  a  momentary 
moral  exaltation  in  declaring  truthfully 
that  he  was  not  one  of  a  notorious  band 
of  mountain  freebooters  known  in  the 
district  under  that  name. 

"  Nor  ye  ain't  one  of  them  chicken- 


FLIP. 


31 


lifters  that  raided  Henderson's  ranch  ? 
We  don't  go  much  on  that  kind  o'  cattle 
yer." 

"  No,"  said  Lance,  cheerfully. 

"  Nor  ye  ain't  that  chap  ez  beat  his 
wife  unto  death  at  Santa  Clara  V 

Lance  honestly  scorned  the  imputation. 
Such  conjugal  ill-treatment  as  he  had 
indulged  in  had  not  been  physical,  and 
had  been  Avith  other  men's  wives. 

There  was  a  moment's  further  hesitation 
on  the  part  of  the  girl.  Then  she  said 
shortly — 

"Well,  then,  I  reckon  you  kin  come 
along  with  me." 

"  Where  ?"  asked  Lance. 

"  To  the  ranch,"  she  replied  simply. 

"  Then  you  won't  bring  me  anything  to 
eat  here  T 

"  What  for  ?  You  kin  get  it  down 
there."    Lance  hesitated.    "  I  tell  you  it's 


32 


FLIP. 


all  right,"  continued  the  girl,  "  I'll  make 
it  all  right  with  dad." 

"  But  suppose  I  reckon  I'd  rather  stay 
here,"  persisted  Lance,  with  a  perfect 
consciousness,  however,  of  affectation  in 
his  caution. 

"  Stay  away,  then,"  said  the  girl  coolly, 
"  only  as  dad  perempted  this  yer  woods," — 

"  Pre-empted,"  suggested  Lance. 

"  Per-empted  or  prem-emp-ted,  as  you 
like,"  continued  the  girl  scornfully,  "  ez 
he's  got  a  holt  on  this  yer  woods,  ye 
might  ez  well  see  him  down  thar  ez  here. 
For  here  he's  like  to  come  any  minit. 
You  can  bet  your  life  on  that." 

She  must  have  read  Lance's  amusement 
in  his  eyes,  for  she  again  dropped  her  own, 
with  a  frown  of  brusque  embarrassment. 
"  Come  along,  then ;  I'm  your  man,"  said 
Lance,  gaily,  extending  his  hand. 

She  would  not  accept  it,  eyeing  it,  how- 
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ever,  furtively,  like  a  horse  about  to  sliy. 
"  Hand  me  your  pistol  first,"  she  said. 

He  handed  it  to  her  with  an  assumption 
of  gaiety.  She  received  it  on  her  part  with 
unfeigned  seriousness,  and  threw  it  over 
her  shoulder  like  a  gun.  This  combined 
action  of  the  child  and  heroine,  it  is  quite 
unnecessary  to  say,  afforded  Lance  un- 
diluted jo}-. 

"You  go  first,"  she  said. 

Lance  stepped  promptly  out,  with  a 
broad  grin.  "  Looks  kinder  as  if  I  was 
a  prisoner,  don't  it  T  he  suggested. 

"Go  on,  and  don't  fool,"  she  replied. 

The  two  fared  onward  through  the 
wood.  For  one  wild  moment  he  enter- 
tained the  facetious  idea  of  appearing  to 
rush  frantically  away,  "just  to  see  what 
the  girl  would  do,"  but  abandoned  it. 
"  It's  an  even  thing  if  she  wouldn't  spot 
me  the  first  pop,"  he  reflected  admiringly. 
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When  they  had  reached  the  open  hill- 
side Lance  stopped  inquiringly,  "  This 
way,"  she  said,  pointing  toward  the 
summit,  and  in  quite  an  opposite  direction 
to  the  valley  where  he  had  heard  the 
voices,  one  of  which  he  now  recognized  as 
hers.  They  skirted  the  thicket  for  a  few 
moments,  and  then  turned  sharply  into  a 
trail  which  began  to  dip  towards  a  ravine 
leading  to  the  valley.  "  Why  do  you  have 
to  go  all  the  way  round  ?"  he  asked. 

"  ^Ye  don't,"  the  girl  replied  with  an 
emphasis;  "there's  a  shorter  cut." 

"  Where  T 

"  That's  telling,"  she  answered  shortly. 

"  What's  your  name  ?"  asked  Lance, 
after  a  steep  scramljle  and  a  drop  into  the 
ravine. 

"Flip." 

"  What  ?" 

"Flip." 
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I  mean  your  first  name — your  front 
name." 
"  Flip." 

"  Flip  !    Oh,  short  for  Felipa  ?" 

"  It  ain't  Flipper— it's  Flip."  And  she 
relapsed  into  silence. 

"  You  don't  ask  me  mine  ?"  suggested 
Lance. 

She  did  not  vouchsafe  a  reply. 

"  Then  you  don't  ^Yant  to  know  ?" 

"Maybe  dad  will.     You  can  lie  to  1dm." 

This  direct  answer  apparently  sustained 
the  agreeable  homicide  for  some  moments. 
He  moved  onward,  silently  exuding  admir- 
ation. "  Only,"  added  Flip,  with  a  sudden 
caution,  "  you'ld  better  agree  with  me." 

The  trail  here  turned  away  abruptly 
and  re-entered  the  canon.  Lance  looked 
up  and  noticed  they  were  almost  directly 
beneath  the  bay  thicket  and  the  plateau 
that  towered  far  above  them.     The  trail 
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here  showed  signs  of  clearing,  and  the  way 
was  marked  by  felled  trees  and  stumps 
of  pines. 

"  What  does  your  father  do  here  T 
he  finally  asked.  Flip  remained  silent, 
swinging  the  revolver  in  her  hand.  Lance 
repeated  his  question. 

"Burns  charcoal  and  makes  diamonds," 
said  Flip,  looking  at  him  out  of  the 
corners  of  her  eyes. 

"  Makes  diamonds  ?"  echoed  Lance. 

Flip  nodded  her  head. 

"  Many  of  'em     he  continued  carelessly. 

"  Lots.  But  they're  not  big,"  she  re- 
turned with  a  sidelong  glance. 

"  Oh,  they're  not  big  then,"  said  Lance 
gravely. 

They  had  by  this  time  reached  a  small 
staked  enclosure  whence  the  sudden  flut- 
tering and  cackle  of  poultry  welcomed  the 
return  of  the  evident  mistress  of  this 
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sylvan  retreat.  It  was  scarcely  imposing. 
Farther  on,  a  cooking  stove  under  a  tree,  a 
saddle  and  bridle,  a  few  honsehold  imple- 
ments scattered  about,  indicated  the 
"Ranch."  Like  most  pioneer  clearings,  it 
was  simply  a  disorganized  raid  upon  Nature 
that  had  left  behind  a  desolate  battlefield 
strewn  with  waste  and  decay.  The  fallen 
trees,  the  crushed  thicket,  the  spHntered 
limbs,  the  rudely  tom-up  soil  were  made 
hideous  by  their  grotesque  juxtaposition 
with  the  wrecked  fragments  of  civilization, 
in  empty  cans,  broken  bottles,  battered 
hats,  soleless  boots,  frayed  stockings,  cast- 
ofip  rags,  and  the  crowning  absurdity  of  the 
twisted  wire  skeleton  of  a  hooped  skirt 
hanging  from  a  branch.  The  wildest  defile, 
the  densest  thicket,  the  most  virgin  soli- 
tude was  less  dreary  and  forlorn  than  this 
first  footprint  of  man.  The  only  redeeming 
feature  of  this  prolonged  bivouac  was  the 
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cabin  itself.  Built  of  the  half- cylindrical 
strips  of  pine  bark,  and  thatched  with  the 
same  material,  it  had  a  certain  picturesque 
rusticity.  But  this  was  an  accident  of 
economy  rather  than  taste,  for  which  Flip 
apologized  by  saying  that  the  bark  of  the 
pine  was  "  no  good"  for  charcoal. 

"I  reckon  Dad's  in  the  woods/'  she 
added,  pausing  before  the  open  door  of  the 
cabin.  "  0,  Dad !"  Her  voice,  clear  and 
high,  seemed  to  fill  the  whole  long  canon, 
and  echoed  from  the  green  plateau  above. 
The  monotonous  strokes  of  an  axe  were 
suddenly  pretermitted,  and  somewhere 
from  the  depths  of  the  close  set  pines  a 
returning  voice  answered  "  Flip."  There 
was  a  pause  of  a  few  moments,  with  some 
muttering,  stumbling,  and  crackling  in  the 
underbrush,  and  then  the  sudden  appear- 
ance of  "  Dad." 

Had  Lance  first  met  him  in  the  thicket 
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he  would  have  been  puzzled  to  assign  his 
race  to  Mongolian,  Indian,  or  Ethiopian 
origin.    Perfunctory  but  incomplete  wash- 
ings of  his  hands  and  face,  after  charcoal 
burning,  had  gradually  ground  into  his  skin 
a  greyish  slate-pencil  pallor,  grotesquely 
relieved  at  the  edges  where  the  washing 
had  left  off  with  a  border  of  a  darker 
colour.     He  looked  like  an  over-worked 
Christy  Minstrel  with  the  briefest  of  in- 
tervals between  his  performances.  There 
were   black   rims  in  the    orbits  of  his 
eyes,  as  if  he  gazed  feebly  out  of  unglazed 
spectacles,  which  heightened  his  simian 
resemblance,  already  grotesquely  exagger- 
ated by  what  appeared  to  be  repeated 
and  spasmodic  experiments  in  dyeing  his 
grey  hair.    Without  the  slightest  notice 
of  Lance,  he  inflicted  his  protesting  and 
querulous     presence     enth-ely     on  his 
daughter. 
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"  Well !  what's  up  now  ?  Yer  ye  are 
calling  me  from  work  an  hour  before  noon. 
Dog  my  skin — ef  I  ever  get  fairly  limbered 
up  afore  it's  '  Dad  !'  and  '  0,  Dad !"' 

To  Lance's  intense  satisfaction  the  girl 
received  this  harangue  with  an  air  of 
supreme  indifference,  and  when  "  Dad" 
had  finally  relapsed  into  an  unintelligible, 
and,  as  it  seemed  to  Lance,  a  half- 
frightened  muttering,  she  said  coolly — 

"Ye'd  better  drop  that  axe  and  scoot 
round  gettin'  this  stranger  some  breakfast 
and  some  grub  to  take  with  him.  He's 
one  of  them  San  Francisco  sports  out  here 
trout-fishing  in  the  Branch.  He's  got 
adrift  from  his  party,  has  lost  his  rod  and 
fixins,  and  had  to  camp  out  last  night  in 
the  Gin  and  Ginger  Woods.-" 

"  That's  just  it ;  it's  allers  suthin  like 
that,"  screamed  the  old  man,  dashing  his  fist 
on  his  leg  in  a  feeble,  impotent  passion,  but 
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without  looking  at  Lance.  "  Why,  in  blazes, 
don't  he  go  up  to  that  there  blamed  hotel  on 

the   summit  ?     Why,  in   thunder  ?  " 

But     here     he    caught    his  daughter's 
large  freckled  eyes  full  in  his  own.  He 
blinked  feebly,  his  voice  fell  into  a  tone  of 
whining  entreaty.    "Now,  look  yer,  Flip, 
it's  playing  it  rather  low  down  on  the  old 
man,  this  yer  running  in  o'  tramps,  and 
desarted  emigrants,  and  castashore  sailors, 
and  forlorn  widders,  and  ravin'  lunatics  on 
this  yer  ranch.    I  put  it  to  you,  Mister," 
he  said  abruptly,  turning  to  Lance  for  the 
first  time,  but  as  if  he  had  already  taken 
an  active  part  in  the  conversation — "  I  put 
it  as  a  gentleman  yourself,  and  a  far- 
minded  sportin'  man,  if  this  is  the  square 
thing 

Before  Lance  could  teply,  Flip  had 
already  began.  "  That's  just  it !  .D'ye 
reckon,  being  a  sportin'  man  and  an  Al 
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feller,  he's  goia'  to  waltz  down  inter  that 
hotel,  rigged  out  ez  he  is.  D'ye  reckon 
he's  goin'  to  let  his  partners  get  the  laugh 
outer  him  ?  Do  ye  reckon  he's  goin'  to 
show  his  head  outer  this  yer  ranch  till 
he  can  do  it  square  %  Not  much !  Go 
'long.     Dad  you're  talking  silly !" 

The  old  man  weakened.  He  feebly 
trailed  his  axe  between  his  legs  to  a  stump 
and  sat  down,  wiping  his  forehead  with  his 
sleeve,  and  imparting  to  it  the  appearance 
of  a  slate  with  a  difficult  sum  partly 
rubbed  out.  He  looked  despairingly  at 
Lance.  "  In  course,"  he  said,  with  a  deep 
sigh,  "  you  naterally  ain't  got  any  money. 
In  course  you  left  your  pocket-book,  con- 
taining fifty  dollars,  under  a  stone  and 
can't  find  it.  In  course,"  he  continued,  as 
he  observed  Lance  put  his  hand  to  his 
pocket,  "  youVe  only  got  a  blank  cheque 
on  Wells,  Farge  &  Co.   for  a  hundred 


FLIP. 


43 


dollars,  and  you'ld  like  me  to  give  you  the 
difference  ?" 

Amused  as  Lance  evidently  was  at  this, 
his  absolute  admiration  for  Flip  absorbed 
everything  else.  With  his  eyes  still  fixed 
upon  the  girl,  he  briefly  assured  the  old 
man  that  he  would  pay  for  everything  he 
vranted.  He  did  this  with  a  manner  quite 
different  from  the  careless,  easy  attitude 
he  had  assumed  towards  Flip  ;  at  least 
the  quickwitted  girl  noticed  it,  and  won- 
dered if  he  was  angry.  It  was  quite  true 
that  ever  since  his  eye  had  fallen  upon 
another  of  his  own  sex  its  glance  had  been 
less  frank  and  careless.  Certain  traits  of 
possible  impatience  which  might  develop 
into  manslaying  were  coming  to  the  fore. 
Yet  a  word  or  a  gesture  of  Flip's  was 
sufficient  to  change  that  manner,  and  when 
she  had,  with  the  fretful  assistance  of  her 
father,  prepared  a  somewhat  sketchy  and 
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primitive  repast,  he  questioned  the  old 
man  about  diamond  making.  The  eye  of 
Dad  kindled. 

"  I  want  ter  know  how  ye  knew  T  was 
making  diamonds,"  he  asked,  with  a  cer- 
tain bashful  pettishness  not  unlike  his 
daughter's. 

"  Heard  it  in  'Frisco,"  replied  Lance, 
with  glib  mendacity,  glancing  at  the  girl. 

"  I  reckon  they're  gettin'  sort  of  skeert 
down  there — them  jewellers,"  chuckled 
Dad,  "yet  it's  in  nater  that  their  figgers 
will  have  to  come  down.  It's  only  a  ques- 
tion of  the  price  of  charcoal.  I  suppose 
they  didn't  tell  you  how  I  made  the  dis- 
covery  f 

At  any  other  time  Lance  would  have 
stopped  the  old  man's  narrative  by  saying 
that  he  knew  the  story,  but  he  wished  to 
see  how  far  Flip  lent  herself  to  her  father's 
delusion. 
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"  Ye  see  one  night  about  two  years  ago 
I  had  a  pit  o'  charcoal  burning  out  there, 
and  tho'  it  had  been  a  smouldering  and  a 
smoking  and  a  blazing  for  nigh  unto  a 
month,  somehow  it  didn't  charcoal  worth 
a  cent.  And  yet,  dog  my  skin,  but 
the  heat  o'  that  er  pit  was  suthin  hidyus 
and  frightful ;  ye  couldn't  stand  within  a 
hundred  yards  of  it,  and  they  could  feel  it 
on  the  stage  road  three  miles  over  yon — 
tother  side  the  mountain.  There  was 
nights  when  me  and  Flip  had  to  take  our 
blankets  up  the  ravine  and  camp  out  all 
night,  and  the  back  of  this  yer  hut 
shrivelled  up  like  that  bacon.  It  was 
about  as  nigh  on  to  hell  as  any  sample  ye 
kin  get  here.  Now,  mebbee  you  think  I 
built  that  air  fire  ?  Mebbee  you'll  allow 
the  heat  was  just  the  nat'ral  burning  of 
that  pit  T 

"  Certainly,"    said    Lance,    trying  to 
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see   Flip's  eyes,   which  were  resolutely 
averted. 

"  Thet's  whar  you'ld  be  lying !  That 
yar  heat  kem  out  of  the  bowels  of  the 
yearth — kem  up  like  out  of  a  chimbley 
or  a  blast,  and  kep  up  that  yar  hre. 
And  when  she  cools  down  a  month  after, 
and  I  got  to  strip  her,  there  was  a  hole 
in  the  yearth  and  a  spring  o'  bilin'  scaldin' 
water  pourin'  out  of  it  ez  big  as  your 
waist.  And  rio^ht  in  the  middle  of  it  was 
this  yer."  He  rose  with  the  instinct  of 
a  skilful  raconteur,  and  whisked  from 
under  his  bunk  a  chamois-leather  bag, 
which  he  emptied  on  the  table  before 
them.  It  contained  a  small  fragment  of 
native  rock-crystal,  hall  fused  upon  a 
petrified  bit  of  pine.  It  was  so  glaringly 
truthful,  so  really  what  it  purported  to 
be,  that  the  most  unscientific  woodman 
or  pioneer,  would  have  understood  it  at 
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a  glance.  Lance  raised  his  mirthful  eyes 
to  Flip.  "  It  was  cooled  suddint — stunted 
by  the  water,"  said  the  girl  eagerly.  She 
stopped,  and  as  abruptly  turned  away  her 
eyes  and  her  reddened  face. 

"That's  it — that's  just  it,"  continued 
the  old  man.  "Thar's  Flip,  thar — knows 
it — she  ain't  no  foul !" 

Lance  did  not  speak,  but  turned  a 
hard,  unsympathizing  look  upon  the  old 
man,  and  I'ose  almost  roughly.  The  old 
man  clutched  his  coat.  "That's  it,  ye  see. 
The  carbon's  just  turning  to  di'mens. 
And  stunted.  And  why  ?  'Cos  the  heat 
wasn't  kep  up  long  enough.  Mebbee 
yer  think  I  stopped  thar  ?  That  ain't 
me.  Thar's  a  pit  out  yar  in  the  woods 
ez  hez  been  burning  six  months ;  it  hain't, 
in  course,  got  the  advantages  o'  the  old 
one,  for  it's  nat'ral  heat.  But  I'm  keep- 
ing that  heat  up.    I've  got  a  hole  where 
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I  kin  watch  it  every  four  hours.  When 
the  time  comes  I'm  thar !  Don't  you 
see  ?  That's  me !  that's  David  Fairley 
— that's  the  old  man — you  bet !" 

"  That's  so,"  said  Lance  cm-tly ;  "  and 
now,  Mr.  Fairley,  if  you'll  hand  me  over  a 
coat  or  a  jacket  till  I  can  get  past  these 
fogs  on  the  Monterey  Road,  I  won't 
keep  you  from  your  diamond  pit."  He 
threw  down  a  handful  of  silver  on  the 
table. 

"  Ther's  a  deerskin  jacket  yer,"  said 
the  old  man,  "  that  one  o'  them 
Vaqueros  left  for  the  price  of  a  bottle 
of  whisky." 

"  I  reckon  it  wouldn't  suit  the  stranger," 
said  Flip,  dubiously  producing  a  much- 
worn,  slashed  and  braided  Vaquero's 
jacket.  But  it  did  suit  Lance,  who  found 
it  warm,  and  also  had  suddenly  found 
a  certain  satisfaction   in  opposing  Flip. 
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When  he  had  put  it  on,  and  nodded  coldly 
to  the  old  man  and  carelessly  to  Flip,  he 
walked  to  the  door. 

"If  you're  going  to  take  the  Monterey 
Road,  I  can  show  you  a  short  cut  to  it," 
said  Flip,  with  a  certain  kind  of  shy 
civility.  The  paternal  Fairley  groaned. 
"  That's  it ;  let  the  chickens  and  the  ranch 
go  to  thunder  as  long  as  there's  a  stranger 
to  trapse  round  with  ;  go  on  !" 

Lance  would  have  made  some  savag^e 
reply,  but  Flip  interrupted.  "You  know 
yourself.  Dad,  it's  a  blind  trail,  and  as  that 
'ere  constable  that  kem  out  here  hunting 
French  Pete  couldn't  find  it,  and  had  to  go 
round  by  the  canon,  like  ez  not  the 
stranger  would  lose  his  way,  and  have  to 
come  back !"  This  dangerous  prospect 
silenced  the  old  man,  and  Flip  and  Lance 
stepped  into  the  road  together.  They 
walked  on   for   some   moments  without 
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speaking.  Suddenly  Lance  turned  upon 
his  companion, 

"  You  didn't  swallow  all  that  rot  about 
the  diamond,  did  you  1"  he  asked,  crossly. 

Flip  ran  a  little  ahead,  as  if  to  avoid  a 
reply. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  that's  the  sort 
of  hog-wash  the  old  man  serves  out  to  you 
regularly  ?"  continued  Lance,  becoming 
more  slangy  in  his  ill-temper. 

"  I  don't  know  that  it's  any  consarii  o' 
yours  what  I  tliink,"  replied  Flip,  hopping 
from  boulder  to  boulder,  as  they  crossed 
the  bed  of  a  dry  watercourse. 

"And  I  suppose  you've  piloted  round 
and  dry-nussed  every  tramp  and  dead-beat 
you've  met  since  you  came  here  ?"  con- 
tinued Lance,  with  unmistakable  ill- 
humour.  "  How  many  have  you  helped 
over  this  road  ?" 

"  It's  a  year  since  there  was  a  Chinaman 
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chased  bj  some  Irishman  from  the  Crossmg 
into  the  brush  about  yer,  and  he  was  too 
afeered  to  come  out,  and  nigh  most  starved 
to  death  in  thar.  I  liad  to  drag  Iiim  out 
and  start  him  on  the  mountain,  for  you 
couldn't  get  him  back  to  the  road  He 
was  tlie  last  one  but  you^ 

Do  you  reckon  it  the  right  thing  for  a 
girl  like  you  to  run  about  with  trash  of 
this  kind,  and  mix  herself  up  with  all  sorts 
of    roughs    and    bad    company  ?"  said 
Lance, 

Flip  stopped  short.  "  Look  !  if  you're 
gohi'  to  talk  like  Dad  I'll  go  back." 

The  ridiculousness  of  such  a  resemblance 
struck  him  more  keenly  than  a  conscious- 
ness of  his  own  ingratitude.  He  hastened 
to  assure  Flip  that  he  was  joking.  When 
he  had  made  his  peace  they  fell  into  talk 
again.  Lance  becoming  unselfish  enough  to 
inquire  into  one  or  two  facts  concerning 
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her  life  wlaich  did  not  immediately  affect 
liim.  Her  mother  had  died  on  the  plains 
when  she  was  a  baby,  and  her  brother  had 
run  away  from  home  at  twelve.  She  fully 
expected  to  see  him  again,  and  thought  he 
might  sometime  stray  into  their  canon. 
"  That  is  why,  then,  you  take  so  much 
stock  in  ti"amps,"  said  Lance.  "  You  ex- 
pect to  recognize  Mm  f 

"  Well,"  replied  Flip  gravely,  "  there  is 
sutliing  in  tlmt^  and  there's  suthing  in  tlm  : 
some  o'  these  chaps  might  run  across 
brother  and  do  him  a  good  turn  for  the 
sake  of  me." 

"  Like  me,  for  instance  ?"  suggested 
Lance. 

"  Like  you.  You'lcl  do  him  a  good  turn, 
wouldn't  you  V 

"  You  bet !"  said  Lance,  with  a  sudden 
emotion  that  quite  startled  him ;  "  only 
don't  t/ou  go  throwing  yourselves  round 
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promiscuously."  He  was  half-conscious 
of  an  irritating  sense  of  jealousy,  as  he 
asked  if  any  of  her  proteges  had  ever 
returned. 

"  No,"  said  Flip,  "  no  one  ever  did.  It 
shows,"  she  added  with  sublime  simplicity, 
"  I  had  done  'em  good,  and  they  could  get 
on  alone.    Don't  it  V 

"  It  does,"  responded  Lance  grimly  \ 
"  Have  you  any  other  friends  that  come  V 

"  Only  the  Postmaster  at  the  Crossing." 

"  The  Postmaster  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  he's  reckonin'  to  marry  me  next 
year  if  I'm  big  enough." 

"  And  what  do  you  reckon  ?"  asked 
Lance  earnestly.  Flip  began  a  series  of  dis- 
tortions with  her  shoulders,  ran  on  ahead, 
picked  up  a  few  pebbles  and  threw  them 
into  the  wood,  glanced  back  at  Lance  with 
swimming  mottled  eyes,  that  seemed  a 
piquant  incarnation  of  everything  sugges- 
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tive  and  tantalizing,  and  said,  "  That's 
telling." 

They  had  by  this  time  reached  the  spot 
where  they  were  to  separate.  "Look," 
said  Flip,  pointing  to  a  faint  deflection  of 
their  path,  which  seemed,  however,  to  lose 
itself  in  the  underbrush  a  dozen  yards 
away,  "  there's  your  trail.  It  gets  plainer 
and  broader  the  farther  you  get  on,  but 
you  must  use  your  eyes  here,  and  get  to 
know  it  well  afore  you  get  into  the  fog. 
Good-bye." 

"  Good-bye."  Lance  took  her  hand 
and  drew  her  beside  him.  She  was  still 
redolent  of  the  spices  of  the  thicket,  and 
to  the  young  man's  excited  fancy  seemed 
at  that  moment  to  personify  the  perfume 
and  intoxication  of  her  native  woods. 
Half  laughingly,  half  earnestly,  he  tried  to 
kiss  her ;  she  struggled  for  some  time 
strongly,  but  at  the  last  moment  yielded 
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with  a  slight  return,  and  the  exchange  of 
a  subtle  fire  that  thrilled  him  and  left 
him  standing  confused  and  astounded  as 
she  ran  away  He  watched  her  lithe, 
nymph-like  figure  disappear  in  the 
chequered  shadows  of  the  wood,  and 
then  he  turned  briskly  down  the  half 
hidden  trail.  His  eyesight  was  keen,  he 
made  good  progress,  and  was  soon  well  on 
his  way  towards  the  distant  ridge. 

But  Flip's  return  had  not  been  as  rapid. 
When  she  reached  the  wood  she  crept 
to  its  beetling  verge  and  looking  across 
the  canon  watched  Lance's  figure  as  it 
vanished  and  reappeared  in  the  shadows 
and  sinuosities  of  the  ascent.  When  he 
reached  the  ridge  the  out-lying  fog  crept 
across  the  summit,  caught  him  in  its 
embrace,  and  wrapped  him  from  her  gaze. 
Flip  sighed,  raised  herself,  put  her 
alternate   foot  on  a  stump,  and  took  a 
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long  pull  at  her  too-brief  stockings. 
When  she  had  pulled  down  her  skirt  and 
endeavoured  once  more  to  renew  the 
intimacy  that  had  existed  in  previous 
years  between  the  edge  of  her  petticoat 
and  the  top  of  her  stockings,  she  sighed 
again,  and  went  home. 


CHAPTER  III. 


Foe,  six  months  the  sea  fogs  monoto- 
nously came  and  went  along  the  Monterey 
coast;  for  six  months  they  beleaguered 
the  coast  range  with  afternoon  sorties  of 
white  hosts,  that  regularly  swept  over 
the  mountain  crest  and  were  as  regularly 
beaten  back  again  by  the  levelled  lances 
of  the  morning  sun.  For  six  months  that 
white  veil  which  had  once  hidden  Lance 
Harriott  in  its  folds  returned  without 
him.  For  that  amiable  outlaw  no  longer 
needed  disguise  or  hiding-place.  The  swift 
wave  of  pursuit  that  had  dashed  him  on 
the  summit  had  fallen  back,  and  the  next 
day  was  broken  and  scattered.  Before 
the  week  had  passed  a  regular  judicial 
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inquiry  relieved  his  crime  of  premeditation, 
and  showed  it  to  be  a  rude  duel  of  two 
armed  and  equally  desperate  men.  From 
a  secure  vantage  in  a  sea-coast  town, 
Lance  challenged  a  trial  by  his  peers, 
and,  as  an  already  prejudged  man  esca- 
ping from  his  executioners,  obtained  a 
change  of  venue.  Regular  justice,  seated 
by  the  calm  Pacific,  found  the  action  of 
an  interior,  irregular  jury  rash  and  hasty 
Lance  was  liberated  on  bail. 

The  Postmaster  at  Fisher's  Crossing  had 
just  received  the  weekly  mail  and  express 
from  San  Francisco,  and  was  engaged  in  ex- 
amining them.  They  consisted  of  five  letters 
and  two  parcels.  Of  these,  three  of  the 
letters  and  the  two  parcels  were  directed  to 
Flip.  It  was  not  the  first  time  during  the 
last  six  months  that  this  extraordinary 
event  had  occurred,  and  the  curiosity  of  the 
Crossing  was  duly  excited.    As  Flip  had 
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never  called  personally  for  the  letters  or 
parcels,  but  had  sent   one  of  her  "^Yild, 
irreoTilar   scouts   or    henchmen  to  brmg 
them,  and  as  she  was  seldom  seen  at  the 
Crossmg    or    on    the     stage-road,  that 
curiosity  was  never  satisfied.     The  dis- 
appointment to  the   Postmaster — a  man 
past  the  middle  age — partook  of  a  senti- 
mental nature.    He  looked  at  the  letters 
and  parcels,  he  looked  at  his  watch ;  it  was 
yet  early,  he  could  return  by  noon.  He 
again  examined  the  addresses  ;  they  were 
in  the  same  handwritmg  of  the  previous 
letters.    His  mind  was  made  up,  he  would 
deliver  them  himself    The  poetic,  soulful 
side    of     his     mission    was  delicately 
indicated  by  a  pale  blue  necktie,  a  clean 
shirt,  and  a  small   package   of  "  ginger 
nuts,"  of  which  Flip  was  extravagantly 
fond. 

The  common  road  to  Fairley's  Eancho 
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was  by  the  stage  turnpike  to  a  point  below 
the  Gin  and  Ginger  Woods,  where  the 
prudent  horseman  usually  left  his  beast 
and  followed  the  intersecting  trail  afoot. 
It  was  here  that  the  Postmaster  suddenly 
observed  on  the  edge  of  the  wood  the 
figure  of  an  elegantly-dressed  woman  ;  she 
was  walking  slowly  and  apparently  at  her 
ease,    one    hand    held    her  skirts  lightly 
gathered  between  her  gloved  fingers,  the 
other  slowly  swung  a  riding  whip.    Was  it 
a  picnic  of  some  people  from  Monterey  or 
Santa  Cruz  ?     The   spectacle  was  novel 
enough    to   justify   his    coming  nearer. 
Suddenly  she  withdrew  in  the  wood ;  he 
lost  sight  of  her ;  she    was    gone.  He 
remembered,  however,  that  he  had  still  to 
call  on  Flip,  and  as  the  steep  trail  was  be- 
ginning to  tax  all  his  energies,  he  was  fain 
to  hurry  forward.     The  sun  was  nearly 
vertical  when  he  turned  into  the  canon, 
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and  saw  the  bark  roof  of  the  cabin  beyond. 
At  almost  the  same  moment  Flip  appeared, 
flushed  and  panting,  in  the  road  before 
him. 

"You've  got  something  for  me,"  she 
said,  pointing  to  the  parcel  and  letter. 

Completely  taken  by  surprise,  the  Post- 
master mechanically  yielded  them  up  and 
as  instantly  regretted  it. 

"  They're  paid  for,"  continued  Flip,  ob- 
serving his  hesitation. 

"  That's  so,"  stammered  the  official  of 
the  Crossing,  seeing  his  last  chance  of 
knowing  the  contents  of  the  parcel  vanish ; 
"  but  I  thought  ez  it's  a  valooable  package, 
maybe  ye  might  want  to  examine  it  to  see 
that  it  was  all  right  afore  ye  receipted  for 
it." 

"I'll  risk  it,"  said  Flip,  coolly,  "and  if 
it  ain't  right  I'll  let  ye  know." 

As  the  girl  seemed  inclined  to  retire 
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with  her  property,  the  Postmaster  was 
driven  to  other  conversation.  "  We  ain't 
had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  down  at  the 
Crossing  for  a  month  o'  Sundays,"  he 
began,  with  airy  yet  pronounced  gallantry- 
"  Some  folks  let  on  you  was  keepin'  com- 
pany with  some  feller  like  Bijah  Brown, 
and  you  were  getting  a  little  too  set  up 
for  the  Crossing."  The  individual  here 
mentioned  being  the  county  butcher,  and 
supposed  to  exhibit  his  hopeless  affection 
for  Flip  by  making  a  long  and  useless 
divergence  from  his  weekly  route  to  enter 
the  canon  "  for  orders,"  Flip  did  not  deem 
it  necessary  to  reply.  "  Then  I  allowed 
ez  how  you  might  have  company,"  he  con- 
tinued ;  "I  reckon  there's  some  City  folks 
up  at  the  Summit,  'I  saw  a  mighty  smart 
fash'n'ble  gal  cavorting  round.  Hed  no 
end  o'  style  and  fancy  fixin's.  That's  my 
kind,  I  tell  you.    I  just  weaken  on  that 
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sort  o'  gal,"  he  continued,  in  the  firm  belief 
that  he  had  awakened  Flip's  jealousy,  as 
he  glanced  at  her  well-worn  home-spun 
frock,  and  found  her  eyes  suddenly  fixed 
on  his  own. 

"Strange  I  ain't  got  to  see  her  yet/' 
she  replied  coolly,  shouldering  her  parcel, 
and  quite  ignoring  any  sense  of  obligation 
to  him  for  his  extra-oflicial  act. 

"But  you  might  get  to  see  her  at  the 
edge  of  the  Gin  and  Ginger  Woods,"  he 
persisted  feebly,  in  a  last  effort  to  detain 
her,  "if  you'll  take  a  fasear  there  with 
me." 

Flip's  only  response  was  to  walk  on  to- 
wards the  cabin,  whence,  vvith  a  vague 
complimentary  suggestion  of  "  clroppin  in 
to  pass  the  time  o'  day"  with  her  father, 
the  Postmaster  meekly  followed. 

The  paternal  Fairley,  once  convinced 
that     his-    daughter's    new  companion 
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required  no  pecuniary  or  material  assist- 
ance from  his  hands,  relaxed  to  the  extent 
of  entering  into  a  querulous  confidence 
with  him,  during  which  Flip  took  the 
opportunity  of  slipping  away.  As  Fairley 
had  that  infelicitous  tendency  of  most 
weak  natures  to  unconsciously  exaggerate 
unim]Jortant  details  in  their  talk,  the 
Postmaster  presently  became  convinced 
that  the  butcher  was  a  constant  and 
assiduous  suitor  of  Flip's.  The  absurdity 
of  his  sending  parcels  and  letters  by  post, 
when  he  might  bring  them  himself,  did 
not  strike  the  official.  On  the  contrary, 
he  believed  it  to  be  a  master-stroke  of 
cunning.  Fired  by  jealousy  and  Flip's 
indifference,  he  "  deemed  it  his  duty " — 
using  that  facile  form  of  cowardly  offen- 
siveness — to  betray  Flip. 

Of  which  she  was  happily  oblivious. 
Once  away  from  the  cabin  she  plunged 
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into  the  woods  with  the  parcel  swung 
behind  her  like  a  knajisack.  Leaving  the 
trail,  she  presently  struck  olF  in  a  straight 
line  through  cover  and  underbrush  with 
the  unerring  instinct  of  an  animal, 
climbing  hand-over-hand  the  steepest 
ascent,  or  flattering  like  a  bird  from 
branch  to  branch  down  the  deepest 
declivity-  She  soon  reached  that  part 
of  the  trail  where  the  susceptible  Post- 
master had  seen  the  fascinating  unknown. 
Assuring  herself  she  was  not  followed, 
she  crept  through  the  thicket  until  she 
reached  a  little  waterfall  and  basin  that 
had  served  the  fugitive  Lance  for  a  bath. 
The  spot  bore  signs  of  later  and  more 
frequent  occupancy,  and  when  Flip  care- 
fully removed  some  bark  and  brushwood 
from  a  cavity  in  the  rock  and  drew  forth 
various  folded  garments,  it  was  evident 
she  had   used  it  as  a  sylvan  dressing- 
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room  !  Here  she  opened  the  parcel ;  it 
contamed  a  small  and  delicate  shawl  of 
yellow  China  crepe.  Flip  instantly  threw 
it  over  her  shoulders  and  stepped 
hurriedly  towards  the  edge  of  the  wood. 
Then  she  began  to  pass  backwards  and 
forwards  before  the  trunk  of  a  tree.  At 
first  nothing  was  visible  on  the  tree,  but 
a  closer  inspection  showed  a  large  pane 
of  ordinary  window  glass  stuck  in  the 
f>rk  of  the  branches.  It  was  placed  at 
such  a  cunning  angle  against  the  dark- 
ncss  of  the  forest  opening  that  it  made  a 
soft  and  mysterious  mirror,  not  unlike  a 
Claude  Lorraine  glass,  wherein  not  only 
the  passing  figure  of  the  young  gii4  was 
seen,  but  the  dazzling  green  and  gold  of 
tlie  hillside,  and  the  fivr-ofip  silhouetted 
crests  of  the  Coast  Ptange. 

But  this  was  evidently  only  a  prelude  to 
a  severer  rehearsaJ.     When  she  returned 
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to  the  waterfall,  she  unearthed  from  her 
stores  a  large  piece  of  yellow  soap  and 
some  yards  of  rough  cotton  "sheeting." 
These  she  deposited  beside  the  basin,  and 
again  crept  to  the  edge  of  the  wood  to 
assure  herself  that  she  was  alone.  Satis- 
fied that  no  intruding  foot  had  invaded 
that  virgin  bower,  she  returned  to  her 
bath,  and  began  to  undress.  A  slight 
wind  followed  her,  and  seemed  to  whisper 
to  the  circumjacent  trees.  It  aj^peared  to 
waken  her  sister  naiads  and  nymphs,  who, 
joining  their  leafy  fingers,  softly  drew 
around  her  a  gently  moving  band  of 
trembling  lights  and  shadows,  of  flecked 
sprays  and  inextricably  mingled  branches, 
and  involved  her  in  a  chaste  sylvan 
obscurity,  veiled  alike  from  pursuing  god 
or  stumbling  shepherd.  Within  these 
hallowed  precincts  was  the  musical  ripple 
of  laughter  and  falling  water,  and  at  times 
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the  glimpse  of  a  lithe  briar-caught  limb,  or 
a  ray  of  sunlight  trembling  over  bright 
flanks  or  the  white,  austere  outline  of  a 
childish  bosom. 

When  she  drew  again  the  leafy  curtain, 
and  once  more  stejoped  out  of  the  wood, 
she  was  completely  transformed.  It  was 
the  figure  that  had  appeared  to  the  Post- 
master ;  the  slight,  erect,  graceful  form  of 
a  young  woman  modishly  attired.  It  was 
Flip,  but  Flip  made  taller  by  the 
lengthened  skirt  and  clinging  habiliments 
of  fashion.  Flip  freckled,  but,  through 
the  cunning  of  a  relief  of  yellow  colour  in 
her  gown,  her  piquant  brown-shot  face  and 
eyes  brightened  and  intensified  until  she 
seemed  like  a  spicy  odour  made  visible.  I 
cannot  affirm  that  the  judgment  of  Flip's 
mysterious  modiste  was  infallible,  or  that 
the  taste  of  Mr.  Lance  Harriott,  her 
patron,,  was  fastidious  ;  enough  that  it  was 
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picturesque,  and  perhaps  not  more  glaring 
and  extravagant  than  the  colour  in  which 
Spring  herself  had  once  clothed  the  sere 
hillside  where  Flip  was  now  seated.  The 
phantom  mirror  in  the  tree  fork  caught 
and  held  her  with  the  sky,  the  green 
leaves,  the  sunlight,  and  all  the  gracious- 
ness  of  her  surroundings,  and  the  wind 
gently  tossed  her  hair  and  the  gay  ribbons 
of  her  gipsy  hat.  Suddenly  she  started. 
Some  remote  sound  in  the  trail  below, 
inaudible  to  any  ear  less  fine  than  her  own, 
arrested  her  breathing.  She  rose  swiftly 
and  darted  into  cover. 

Ten  minutes  passed.  The  sun  was 
declining ;  the  white  fog  was  beginning  to 
creep  over  the  Coast  Range.  And  then 
from  the  edge  of  the  wood  Cinderella 
appeared,  disenchanted,  and  in  her  home- 
spun garments.  The  clock  had  struck,  the 
spell  was  past.    As  she  disappeared  down 
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the  trail  even  the  magic  mirror,  moved  by 
the  wind,  sKpped  from  the  tree  top  to  the 
ground  and  became  a  piece  of  common 
glass. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


The  events  of  the  day  had  produced  a 
remarkable  impression  on  the  facial  aspect 
of  the  charcoal- burning  Fairley.  Extra- 
ordinary jDrocesses  of  thought,  indicated 
by  repeated  rubbing  of  his  forehead,  had 
produced  a  high  light  in  the  middle  and 
a  corresponding  deepening  of  shadow  at 
the  sides,  until  it  bore  the  appearance  of 
a  perfect  sphere.  It  was  this  forehead 
that  confronted  Flip  reproachfully  as 
became  a  deceived  comrade,  menacingly 
as  became  an  outraged  parent  in  the 
presence  of  a  third  party  and — a  Post- 
master ! 

"  Fine  doin's  this,  yer  receivin'  clan- 
decent  bundles  and  letters,  eh     he  began. 
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Flip  sent  one  swift,  withering  look  of 
contempt  at  the  Postmaster,  who  at  once 
becoming  invertebrate  and  grovelling, 
mumbled  that  he  must  "get  on"  to  the 
Crossing,  and  rose  to  go.  But  the  old 
man,  who  had  counted  on  his  presence  for 
moral  support,  and  was  clearly  beginning 
to  hate  him  for  precipitating  this  scene 
with  his  daughter,  whom  he  feared, 
violently  protested. 

"  Sit  down,  can't  ye  ?  Don't  you  see 
you're  a  witness  ?"  he  screamed  hysteri- 
cally. 

It  was  a  fatal  suggestion.  "  Witness," 
repeated  Flip  scornfully 

'*  Yes,  a  witness  !  He  gave  ye  letters 
and  bundles." 

"  Weren't  they  directed  to  me  ?"  asked 
Flip. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Postmaster,  hesita- 
tingly ;  "in  course,  yes." 
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"  Do  you  lay  claim  to  them  T  she  said, 
turning  to  her  father. 

"  No,"  responded  the  old  man. 

"  Do  you  ?"  sharply,  to  the  Postmaster. 

"  No,"  he  replied. 

"  Then,"  said  Flip,  coolly,  "  if  you're  not 
claimin'  'em  for  yourself,  and  you  hear 
father  say  they  ain't  his,  I  reckon  the  less 
you  have  to  say  about  'em  the  better." 

"Thar's  suthin'  in  that,"  said  the  old 
man,  shamelessly  abandoning  the  Post- 
master. 

"  Then  why  don't  she  say  who  sent  'em, 
and  what  they  are  like,"  said  the  Post- 
master, "  if  there's  nothin'  i^  it 

"  Yes,"  echoed  Dad,  feebly.  "  Flip,  why 
don't  you  ?" 

Without  answering  the  direct  question, 
Flip  turned  upon  her  father. 

"  Maybe  you  forget  how  you  used  to 
row  and  tear  round  here  because  tramps 
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and  such  like  came  to  the  ranch  for 
suthin',  and  I  gave  it  to  'em?  Maybe 
you'll  quit  tearin'  round  and  letting  your- 
self be  made  a  fool  of  now  by  that  man, 
just  because  one  of  those  tramps  gets  up 
and  sends  us  some  presents  back  in 
return  T 

"'Twasn't  me,  Flip,"  said  the  old  man 
deprecatingly,  but  glaring  at  the 
astonished  Postmaster.  "  'Twasn't  my 
doin'.  I  alius  said  if  you  cast  your  bread 
on  the  waters  it  would  come  back  to  you 
by  return  mail.  The  fact  is  the  Gov'ment 
is  gettin'  too  high-handed !  Some  o'  these 
bloated  officials  had  better  climb  down 
before  next  leckshen." 

*'  Maybe,"  continued  Flip  to  her  father, 
■without  looking  at  their  discomfited 
visitor,  "ye'd  better  find  out  whether  one 
of  those  officials  comes  up  to  this  yer 
ranch  to  steal  away  a  gal  about  my  own 
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size,  or  to  get  points  about  diamond 
making ;  I  reckon  lie  don't  travel  round  to 
find  out  who  writes  all  the  letters  that 
goes  through  the  post  office." 

The  Postmaster  had  seemingly  mis- 
calculated the  old  man's  infirm  temper, 
and  the  daughter's  skilful  use  of  it.  He 
was  unprepared  for  Flip's  boldness  and 
audacity,  and  when  he  saw  that  both 
barrels  of  the  accusation  had  taken  effect 
on  the  charcoal-burner,  who  was  rising 
with  epileptic  rage,  he  fairly  turned  and 
fled.  The  old  man  would  have  followed 
him  with  objurgation  beyond  the  door  but 
for  the  restraining  hand  of  Flip, 

Bafl&ed  and  beaten,  nevertheless  Fate 
was  not  wholly  unkind  to  the  retreating 
suitor.  Near  the  Gin  and  Ginger  woods 
he  picked  up  a  letter  which  had  fallen 
from  the  pocket  of  Flip,  He  recognized 
the  writing,  and  did  not  scruple  to  read  it. 
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It  was  not  a  love  epistle — at  least,  not 
such  a  one  as  he  would  have  written ,  it 
did  not  give  the  address  nor  the  name  of 
the  correspondent- ;  but  he  read  the  follow- 
ing with  greedy  eyes  : — 

"  Perhaps  it's  just  as  well  that  you  don't 
rig  yourself  out  for  the  benefit  of  those 
dead  beats  at  the  Crossing,  or  any  tramp 
that  might  hang  round  the  ranch.  Keep 
all  your  style  for  me  when  I  come.  I  can't 
tell  you  when — it's  mighty  uncertain 
before  the  rainy  season.  But  I'm  coming 
soon.  Don't  go  back  on  your  promise 
about  lettin'  up  on  the  tramps  and  being 
a  little  more  high-toned.  And  don't  you 
give  'em  so  much.  It's  true  I  sent  you 
hats  twice.  I  clean  forgot  all  about  tlie 
first ;  but  1  wouldn't  have  given  a  ten 
dollar  hat  to  a  nigger  woman  who  had  a 
sick  baby  because  I  had  an  extra  hat.  I'd 
have  let  that  baby  slide.    I  forgot  to  ask 
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whether  the  skirt  is  worn  separately ;  I 
must  see  that  dressmaking  sharp  about  it ; 
but  I  think  you'll  want  something  on 
besides  a  jacket  and  skirt,  at  least  it  looks 
like  it  up  here.  I  don't  think  you  could 
manage  a  piano  down  there  without  the 
old  man  knowing  it,  and  raisin'  the  devil 
generally.  I  promised  you  I'd  let  up  on 
him.  Mind  you  keep  all  your  promises  to 
me.  I'm  glad  you're  gettin'  on  with 
the  six-shooter ;  tin  cans  are  good  at 
fifteen  yards,  but  try  it  on  sunthin'  that 
moves  !  I  forgot  to  say  that  I  am  on  the 
track  of  your  big  brother.  It's  a  three 
years'  old  track,  and  he  was  in  Arizona. 
The  friend  who  told  me  didn't  expatiate 
much  on  what  he  did  there,  but  I  reckon 
they  had  a  high  old  time.  If  he's  above 
the  earth  I'll  find  him,  you  bet.  The 
Yerha  huena  and  the  southernwood  came 
all  right — they  smelt  hke  you.    Say,  Flip, 
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do  you  remember  the  last — the  very  last 
thing  that  happened  when  you  said  '  Good- 
bye' on  the  trail.    Don't  let  me  ever  find 

out  that  you've  let  anybody  else  kiss  " 

But  here  the  virtuous  indignation  of  the 
Postmaster  found  vent  in  an  oath.  He 
threw  the  letter  away.  He  retained  of  it 
only  two  facts — Flip  had  a  brother  who 
was  missing ;  she  had  a  lover  present  in 
the  flesh. 

How  much  of  the  substance  of  this  and 
previous  letters  Flip  had  confided  to  her 
father  I  cannot  say.  If  she  suppressed 
anything  it  was  probably  that  which 
affected  Lance's  secret  alone,  and  it  was 
doubtful  how  much  of  that  she  herself 
knew.  In  her  own  affairs  she  was  frank 
without  being  communicative,  and  never 
lost  her  shy  obstinacy  even  with  her 
father.  Governing  the  old  man  as  com- 
pletely  as  she  did,  she  appeared  most 
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embarrassed  when  she  was  most  dominant ; 
she  had  her  own  way  without  Hfting  her 
voice  or  her  eyes,  she  seemed  oppressed 
by  mauvaise  honte  when  she  was  most 
triumphant ;  she  would  end  a  discussion 
with  a  shy  murmur  addressed  to  herself, 
or  a  single  gesture  of  self-consciousness. 

The  disclosure  of  her  strange  relations 
with  an  unknown  man,  and  the  exchange 
of  presents  and  confidences,  seemed  to 
suddenly  awake  Fairley  to  a  vague  uneasy 
sense  of  some  unfulfilled  duties  pa,rent. 
The  first  effect  of  this  on  his  weak  nature 
was  a  peevish  antagonism  to  the  cause  of 
it.  He  had  long  fretful  monologues  on  the 
vanity  of  diamond  making,  if  accompanied 
with  "pestering"  by  "interlopers,"  on  the 
wickedness  of  concealment  and  conspiracy, 
and  their  efiects  on  charcoal  burning,  on 
the  nurturing  of  spies  and  "  adders"  in  the 
family  circle,  and  on  the  seditiousness  of 
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dark  and  mysterious  councils  in  which  a 
grey-haired  father  was  left  out.  It  was 
true  that  a  word  or  a  look  from  Flip 
generally  brought  these  monologues  to  an 
inglorious  and  abrupt  termination,  but 
they  were  none  the  less  lugubrious  as  long 
as  they  lasted.  In  time  they  were 
succeeded  by  an  affectation  of  contrite 
apology  and  self-depreciation.  "  Don't  go 
out  o'  the  way  to  ask  the  old  man,"  he 
would  say,  referring  to  the  quantity  of 
bacon  to  be  ordered  ;  "  it's  nat'ral  a  young 
gal  should  have  her  own  advisers."  The 
state  of  the  flour  barrel  would  also  produce 
a  like  self-abasement.  "  Unless  ye're 
already  in  correspondence  about  more 
flour  ye  might  take  the  opinion  o'  the 
first  tramp  ye  meet  ez  whether  Santa 
Cruz  Mills  is  a  good  brand,  but  don't  ask 
the  old  man."  If  Flip  was  in  conversation 
with  the  butcher,  Fairley  would  obtrusively 
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and  markedly  retire  with  the  hope  "  he 
wasn't  intrudin'  on  their  secrets." 

These  phases  of  her  father's  weakness 
were  not  frequent  enough  to  excite  her 
alarm,  but  she  could  not  help  noticing 
they  were  accompanied  with  a  serious- 
ness unusual  to  him.  He  began  to  be 
tremulously  watchful  of  her,  returning 
often  from  work  at  an  earlier  hour,  and 
lingering  by  the  cabin  in  the  morning. 
He  brought  absurd  and  useless  presents 
for  her,  and  presented  them  with  a  ner- 
vous anxiety,  poorly  concealed  by  an 
assumption  of  careless,  paternal  generosity 
"  Suthin'  I  picked  up  at  the  Crossing 
for  ye  to-day,"  he  would  say,  airily,  and 
retire  to  watch  the  effect  of  a  pair  of 
shoes  two  sizes  too  large,  or  a  fur  cap  in 
September.  He  would  have  hired  a 
cheap  parlour-organ  for  her,  but  for  the 
apparently    unexpected    revelation  that 
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she  couldn't  play.  He  had  received  the 
news  of  a  clue  to  his  long-lost  son  with- 
out emotion,  but  lately  he  seemed  to 
look  upon   it  foregone  conclusion, 

and    one    that    necessarily  solved  the 
question  of  companionship  for  Flip.     "  In 
course,  when  you've  got  you're  own  flesh 
and    blood  with   ye,  ye  can't   go  foolin' 
around   with  strangers."  These  autumnal 
blossoms  of  affection,  I  fear,  came  too  late 
for    any  effect  upon    Flip,  precociously 
matvired    by    her    father's  indifference 
and   selfishness.      But    she    was  good- 
humoured,    and    seeing     him  seriously 
concerned,  gave  him  more  of  her  time, 
even  visited  him  in  the  sacred  seclusion 
of  the  "  diamond  pit"  and  listened  with 
far-off  eyes   to   his  fitful   indictment  of 
all  things  outside  his  grimy  laboratory. 
Much  of  this  patient  indifference  came 
with   a  capricious   change   in  her  own 
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habits ;   she  no  longer   indulged  in  the 
rehearsal  of  dress,  she  packed  away  her 
most  treasured  garments,  and  her  leafy 
boudoir  knew  her  no  more.    She  some- 
times walked  on  the  hillside  and  often 
followed  the  trail  which  she  had  taken  with 
Lance,  when  she  led  him  to  the  rancho. 
She  once  or  twice  extended  her  walk  to 
the  spot  where  she  had  parted  from  him, 
and  as  often  came  shyly  away,  her  eyes 
downcast  and  her  face  warm  with  colour. 
Perhaps  because   these  experiences  and 
some   mysterious    instinct    of  maturing 
womanhood  had  left  a  story  in  her  eyes, 
which  her  two  adorers,    the  Postmaster 
and  the  butcher,  read  with  passion,  she 
became    famous     without     knowing  it. 
Extravag'ant    stories  of  her  fascinations 
brought  strangers  into  the  valley.  The 
eflPect  upon  her  father  may  be  imagined. 
Lance  could    not  have   desired  a  more 
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effective  guardian  tlian  he  proved  to  be 
in  this  emergency.  Those  who  had 
been  told  of  this  hidden  pearl  were  sur- 
prised to  find  it  so  jealously  pro- 
tected. 


CHAPTER  V 


The  long  parched  summer  had  drawn  to 
its  dusty  close.  Much  of  it  was  already 
blown  abroad  and  dissipated  on  trail  and 
turnpike,  or  crackled  in  harsh,  unelastic 
fibres  on  hillside  and  meadow.  Some  of  it 
had  disappeared  in  the  palpable  smoke  by 
day  and  fiery  crests  by  night  of  burning 
forests.  The  besieging  fogs  on  the  Coast 
Range  daily  thinned  their  hosts,  and  at 
last  vanished.  The  wind  changed  from 
north-west  to  south-west.  The  salt  breath 
of  the  sea  was  on  the  summit.  And  then 
one  day  the  staring,  unchanged  sky  was 
faintly  touched  with  remote  mysterious 
clouds,  and  grew  tremulous  in  expression. 
The  next  morning  dawned  upon  a  newer 
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face  in  the  heavens,  on  changed  woods,  on 
altered  outlines,  on  vanished  crests,  on 
forgotten  distances.    It  was  raining  ! 

Four  weeks  of  this  change,  with  broken 
spaces  of  sunlight,  and  intense  blue  serial 
islands,  and  then  a  storm  set  in.  All  day 
the  summit  pines  and  redwoods  rocked  in 
the  blast.  At  times  the  onset  of  the  rain 
seemed  to  be  held  back  by  the  fury  of  the 
gale,  or  was  visibly  seen  in  sharp  waves  on 
the  hillside.  Unknown  and  concealed 
water-courses  suddenly  overflowed  the 
trails,  |)ools  became  lakes,  and  brooks 
rivers.  Hidden  from  the  storm,  the 
sylvan  silence  of  sheltered  valleys  was 
broken  by  the  impetuous  rusli  of  waters  ; 
even  the  tiny  streamlet  that  traversed 
Flip's  retreat  in  the  Gin  and  Ginger 
Woods  became  a  cascade. 

The  storm  drove  Fairley  from  his  couch 
early.    The  falling  of  a  large  tree  across 
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the  trail,  and  the  sudden  overflow  of  a 
small  stream  beside  it,  hastened  his  steps. 
But  he  was  doomed  to  encounter  what  was 
to  him  a  more  disagreeable  object — a 
human  figure.  By  the  bedraggled 
drapery  that  flapped  and  fluttered  in  the 
wind,  by  the  long,  unkempt  hair  that  hid 
the  face  and  eyes,  and  by  the  grotesquely 
misplaced  bonnet,  the  old  man  recognized 
one  of  his  old  trespassers — an  Indian 
squaw. 

"  Clear  out  'er  that !  Come,  make 
tracks,  will  ye?"  the  old  man  screamed; 
but  here  the  wind  stopped  his  voice,  and 
drove  him  against  a  hazel  bush. 

"Me  heap  sick,"  answered  the  squaw, 
shivering  through  her  muddy  shawl. 

"  I'll  make  ye  a  heap  sicker  if  ye  don't 
vamose  the  ranch,"  continued  Fairley, 
advancing. 

"  Me  wantee   Wangee  girl.  Wangee 
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girl  give  me  heap  grub,"  said  the  squaw, 
without  moving. 

"  You  bet  your  life,"  groaned  the  old 
man  to  himself.  Nevertheless  an  idea 
struck  him.  "  Ye  ain't  brought  no 
presents,  hev  ye !"  he  asked  cautiously. 
"  Ye  ain't  got  no  pootey  things  for  poor 
Wangee  girl  ?"  he  continued,  insinuatingly. 

"  Me  got  heap  cache  nuts  and  berries," 
said  the  squaw. 

"  O,  in  course  !  in  course  !  That's  just 
it,"  screamed  Fairley ;  "  you've  got  'em 
cached  only  two  mile  from  yer,  and  you'll 
go  and  get  'em  for  a  half  dollar,  cash 
down." 

"  Me  bring  Wangee  girl  to  cache,^'  re- 
plied the  Indian,  pointing  to  tlie  wood, 
"  Honest  Injin." 

Another  bright  idea  struck  Mr.  Fairley. 
But  it  required  some  cautious  elabora- 
tion.    Hurrying   the   squaw   with  him, 
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through  the  pelting  rain,  he  reached  the 
shelter  of  the  corral.  Vainly  the  shiver- 
ing aborigine  drew  her  tightly  bandaged 
papoose  closer  to  her  square  flat  breast 
and  looked  longingly  towards  the  cabin ; 
the  old  man  backed  her  against  the 
palisade.  Here  he  cautiously  imparted 
his  dark  intentions  to  employ  her  to  keep 
watch  and  ward  over  the  rancho,  and 
especially  over  its  young  mistress — "  clear 
out  all  the  tramps  'ceptin'  yourself,  and 
I'll  keep  ye  in  grub  and  rum."  Many 
and  deliberate  repetitions  of  this  oflPer  in 
various  forms  at  last  seem  to  afiect  the 
squaw ;  she  nodded  violently,  and  echoed 
the  last  word  "rum."  "Now,"  she 
added.  The  old  man  hesitated ;  she  was 
in  possession  of  his  secret ;  he  groaned, 
and  promising  an  immediate  instalment 
of  liquor  led  her  to  the  cabin. 

The    door    was  so   securely  fastened 
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against  the  impact  of  the  storm,  that 
some  moments  elapsed  before  the  bar 
was  drawn,  and  the  old  man  had  become 
impatient  and  profane.  When  it  was 
partly  opened  by  Flip,  he  hastily  slipped 
in,  dragging  the  squaw  after  him,  and 
cast  one  single,  suspicious  glance  around 
the  rude  apartment  which  served 
sitting-room.  Flip  had  apparently  been 
writing.  A  small  inkstand  was  still  on 
the  board  table,  but  her  paper  had  evi- 
dently been  concealed  before  she  allowed 
them  to  enter.  The  squaw  instantly 
squatted  before  the  adobe  hearth,  warmed 
her  bundled  baby,  and  left  the  ceremony 
of  introduction  to  her  companion.  Flip 
regarded  the  two  with  calm  preoccupa- 
tion and  indifference.  The  only  thing 
that  touched  her  interest  was  the  old 
squaw's  draggled  skirt  and  limp  necker- 
chief   They  were  Flip's  own,  long  since 
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abandoned  and  cast  off  in  the  Gin  and 
Ginger  Woods.  "  Secrets  again,"  whined 
the  paternal  Fairley,  still  eying  Flip  fur- 
tively. "  Secrets  again,  in  course — in 
course — -jiss  so.  Secrets  that  must  be 
kep  from  the  ole  man !  Dark  doin's  by 
one's  own  flesh  and  blood.  Go  on !  go 
on !  Don't  mind  me."  Flip  did  not 
reply ;  she  had  even  lost  the  interest  in 
her  old  dress  ;  perhaps  it  had  only  touched 
some  note  in  unison  with  her  reverie. 

"  Can't  ye  get  the  poor  critter  some 
whisky !"  he  queried,  fretfully.  "  Ye 
used  to  be  peart  enuff  before."  As  Flip 
turned  to  the  corner  to  lift  the  demijohn, 
Fairley  took  occasion  to  kick  the  squaw 
with  his  foot,  and  indicate  by  extravagant 
pantomime  that  the  bargain  was  not  to 
be  alluded  to  before  the  girl.  Flip  poured 
out  some  whisky  in  a  tin  cup,  and,  ap- 
proaching the  squaw  handed  it  to  her. 
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''It's  like  ez  not,"  continued  Fairley  to 
his  daughter,  but  looking  at  the  squaw, 
"that  she'll  be  hauntin'  the  woods  off 
and  on,  and  kinder  looking  after  the  last 
pit  near  the  Madronos;  ye'll  give  her 
grub  and  licker  ez  she  likes.  Well,  d'ye 
hear,  Flip  \  Are  ye  moonin'  agin  with 
yer  secrets  ?    What's  gone  with  ye  ? 

If  the  child  were  dreaming,  it  was  a 
delicious  dream.  Her  magnetic  eyes  were 
suffused  by  a  strange  light,  as  though  the 
eye  itself  had  blushed ;  her  full  pulse 
showed  itself  more  in  the  rounding  outline 
of  her  cheek  than  in  any  deepening  of 
colour ;  indeed,  if  there  was  any  heighten- 
ing of  tint,  it  was  in  her  freckles,  which 
fairly  glistened  like  tiny  spangles.  Her 
eyes  were  downcast,  her  shoulders  slightly 
bent,  but  her  voice  was  low  and  clear  and 
thoughtful  as  ever. 

*'One    o'  the    big   pines  above  the 
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Madrono  pit  has  blown  over  into  the  run," 
she  said,  quietly.  "It's  choked  up  the 
water,  and  it's  risin'  fast.  Like  ez  not  it's 
pourin'  over  into  the  pit  by  this  time." 

The  old  man  rose  with  a  fretful  cry. 
"  And  why  in  blazes  didn't  you  say  so 
first  ?"  he  screamed,  catching  up  his  axe, 
and  rushing  to  the  door. 

"  Ye  didn't  give  me  a  chance,"  said  Flip, 
raising  her  eyes  for  the  first  time.  With 
an  impatient  imprecation  Fairley  darted 
by  her  and  rushed  into  the  wood.  In  an 
instant  she  had  shut  the  door  and  bolted 
it ;  in  the  same  instant  the  squaw  arose, 
dashed  the  long  hair  not  only  from  her 
eyes,  but  from  her  head,  tore  away  her 
shawl  and  blanket,  and  revealed  the  square 
shoulders  of  Lance  Harriott  !  Flip 
remained  leaning  against  the  door;  but 
the  young  man  in  rising  dropped  the 
bandaged    papoose,    which    rolled  from 
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his  lap  into  the  fire.  FHp,  with  a  cry, 
sprang  towards  it ;  but  Lance  caught  her 
by  the  waist  with  one  arm,  as  with  the 
other  he  dragged  the  bundle  from  the 
flames,  "Don't  be  alarmed,"  he  said, 
gaily ;  "  it's  only  " 

"What  ?"  said  Flip,  trying  to  disengage 
herself. 

"  My  coat  and  trousers." 

Flip  laughed,  which  encouraged  Lance 
to  another  attempt  to  kiss  her.  She 
evaded  it  by  diving  her  head  into  his 
waistcoat  and  saying,  "There's  father." 

"  But  he's  gone  to  clear  away  that  tree?" 
suggested  Lance. 

One  of  Flip's  significant  silences  followed. 

"0,  I  see,"  he  laughed.  "  That  was  a 
plant  to  get  him  away !  Ah  !"  She  had 
released  herself. 

"Why  did  you  come  hke  that?"  she 
said,  pointing  to  his  wig  and  blanket. 
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"  To  see  if  you'd  know  me,"  he  re- 
sponded. 

"  No,"  said  Flip,  dropping  her  eyes,  "  it 
was  to  keep  other  people  from  knowing 
you.    You're  hidin'  agin." 

"I  am/' returned  Lance;  "but,"  he  inter- 
rupted gaily,  "  it's  only  the  same  old  thing." 

"  But  you  wrote  from  Monterey  that  it 
was  all  over,"  she  persisted. 

"  So  it  would  have  been,"  he  said 
gloomily,  "  but  for  some  dog  down  here 
who  is  hunting  up  an  old  scent.     I'll  spot 

him  yet,  and  '  he  stopped  suddenly, 

with  such  utter  abstraction  of  hatred  in 
his  fixed  and  glittering  eyes  that  she 
almost  feared  him.  She  laid  her  hand 
quite  unconsciously  on  his  arm.  He 
grasped  it — his  face  changed. 

"  I  couldn't  wait  any  longer  to  see  you, 
Flip,  so  I  came  here  anyway,"  he  went  on 
gaily.     "  I   thought  to  hang  round  and 
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get  a  chance  to  speak  to  you  first,  when  I 
fell  afoul  of  the  old  man.  He  didn't  know 
me,  and  tumbled  right  in  my  little  game. 
Why  ;  do  you  believe  he  wants  to  hire  me 
for  my  grub  and  liquor,  to  act  as  a  sort  of 
sentry  over  you  and  the  rancho  ?"  And 
here  he  related  with  great  gusto  the  sub- 
stance of  his  interview.  "  I  reckon  as  he's 
that  suspicious,"  he  concluded,  "  I'd  better 
play  it  out  now  as  I've  begun,  only  it's 
mighty  hard  I  can't  see  you  here  before 
the  fire  in  your  fancy  toggery.  Flip,  but 
must  dodge  in  and  out  of  the  wet  under- 
brush in  these  yer  duds  of  yours  that  I 
picked  up  in  the  old  place  in  the  Gin  and 
Ginger  Woods." 

•*  Then  you  came  here  just  to  see  me  V 
added  Flip. 

"  I  did." 

"  For  only  that  ?" 
"  Only  that." 
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Flip  dropped  her  eyes.  Lance  liad  got 
his  other  arm  around  her  waist,  but  hei 
resisting  little  hand  was  still  potent. 

"  Listen,"  she  said  at  last,  without  look- 
ing up,  but  apparently  talking  to  the  in- 
truding arm,  "when  Dad  comes  I'll  get 
him  to  send  you  to  watch  the  diamond 
pit.    It  isn't  far  ;  it's  warm,  and  " 

"What  r 

"  I'll  come  after  a  bit  and  see  you.  Quit 
foolin'  now.  If  you'd  only  have  come  here 
like  yourself — like — like—  a  white  man." 

"  The  old  man,"  interrupted  Lance, 
"would  have  just  passed  me  on  to  the 
summit.  I  couldn't  have  played  the  lost 
fisherman  on  him  at  this  time  of  "s  ear." 

'■'  Ye  could  have  been  stopped  at  the 
Crossing  by  high  water,  you  silly,"  said 
the  girl.  "It  was."  This  grammatical 
obscurity  referred  to  the  stage-coach. 

"  Yes,  but  I  might  have  been  tracked  to 
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this  cabin.  And  look  here,  Fhp,"  he  said, 
suddenly  straightening  himself,  and  lifting 
the  girl's  face  to  a  level  with  his  own,  "  I 
don't  want  you  to  lie  any  more  for  me.  It 
ain't  right." 

"All  right.  Ye  needn't  go  to  the  pit, 
then,  and  I  won't  come." 

"Flip  !" 

"  And  here's  Dad  coming.    Quick  !" 

Lance  chose  to  put  his  own  interpreta- 
tion on  this  last  adjuration.  The  resisting 
little  hand  was  now  lying  quite  limp  on 
his  shoulder.  He  drew  her  brown,  bright 
face  near  his  own,  felt  her  spiced  breath  on 
his  lips,  his  cheeks,  his  hot  eyelids,  his 
swimming  eyes,  kissed  her,  hurriedly  re- 
placed his  wig  and  blanket,  and  dropped 
beside  the  fire  with  the  tremulous  laugh 
of  youth  and  innocent  first  passion.  Flip 
liad  withdrawn  to  the  window,  and  was 
looking  out  upon  the  rocking  pines. 
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"He  don't  seem  to  be  coming,"  said 
Lance,  with  a  half  shy  laugh. 

"No,"  responded  Flip  demurely,  press- 
ing her  hot  oval  cheek  against  the  wet 
panes  ;  "I  recken  I  was  mistaken.  You're 
sure,"  she  added,  looking  resolutely 
another  way,  but  still  trembling  like  a 
magnetic  needle  towards  Lance,  as  he 
moved  slightly  before  the  fire,  "you're  sure 
you'd  like  me  to  come  to  you  V 

"Sure,  Flip?" 

"  Hush  ! "  said  Flip,  as  this  re-assuring 
query  of  reproachful  astonishment  appeared 
about  to  be  emphasized  by  a  forward 
amatory  dash  of  Lance's;  "hush!  he's 
coming  this  time,  sure." 

It  was  indeed  Fairley,  exceedingly 
wet,  exceedingly  bedraggled,  exceedmgly 
sponged  out  as  to  colour,  and  exceedingly 
profane.  It  appeared  that  there  was,  in- 
deed, a  tree  that  had  fallen  in  the  "  run," 
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but  that,  far  from  diverting  the  overflow 
into  the  pit,  it  had  established  "  back 
water,"  which  had  forced  another  outlet. 
All  this  might  have  been  detected  at  once 
by  any  human  intellect  not  distracted  by 
correspondence  with  strangers,  and  en- 
feebled by  habitually  scorning  the  intellect 
of  its  own  progenitor.  This  reckless 
selfishness  had  farther  only  resulted  in 
giving i-heumatics"  to  that  progenitor,  who 
now  required  the  external  administration 
of  opodeldoc  to  his  limbs,  and  the  internal 
administration  of  whisky.  Having  thus 
spoken,  Mr.  Fairley,  with  great  promptitude 
and  infantine  simplicity,  at  once  bared  two 
legs  of  entirely  different  colours,  and  mutely 
waited  for  his  daughter  to  rub  them.  If 
Flip  did  this  all  unconsciously,  and  with  the 
mechanical  dexterity  of  previous  habit,  it 
was  because  she  did  not  quite  understand  the 
savage  eyes  and  impatient  gestures  of  Lance 
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in  his  encompassing  wig  and  blanket,  and 
because  it  helped  her  to  voice  her  thought. 

"  Ye'll  never  be  able  to  take  yer  reg'lar 
watch  at  the  diamond  pit  to-night,  Dad," 
she  said;  "and  I've  been  reck'nin'  you 
might  set  the  squaw  there  instead,  I  can 
show  her  what  to  do. " 

But  to  Flip's  momentary  discomfiture, 
her  father  promptly  objected.  "Mebbee 
I've  got  suthin'  else  for  her  to  do.  Mebbee 
I  may  have  my  secrets  too — eh  ?"  he  said, 
with  dark  significance,  at  the  same  time 
administering  a  significant  nudge  to  Lance, 
which  kept  up  the  young  man's  exaspera- 
tion. "  No,  she'll  rest  yer  a  bit  just  now. 
I'll  set  her  to  watchin'  suthin'  else,  like  as 
not,  when  I  want  her."  Flip  fell  into  one 
of  her  suggestive  silences.  Lance  watched 
her  earnestly,  mollified  by  a  single  furtive 
glance  from  her  significant  eyes ;  the  rain 
dashed  against  the  windows,  and  occasion- 
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ally  spattered  and  hissed  in  the  hearth  of 
the  broad  chimney,  and  Mr.  David  Fairley, 
somewhat  assuaged  by  the  internal  ad- 
ministration of  whisky,  grew  more  loqua- 
cious. The  genius  of  incongruity  and 
inconsistency  which  generally  ruled  his 
conduct  came  out  with  freshened  vigour 
under  the  gentle  stimulation  of  spirit. 
"  On  an  evening  like  this,"  he  began,  com- 
fortably settling  himself  on  the  floor  beside 
the  chimney,  "  ye  might  rig  yerself  out  in 
them  new  duds  and  fancy  fixin's  that  that 
Sacramento  shrimp  sent  ye,  and  let  your 
own  flesh  and  blood  see  ye.  If  that's  too 
much  to  do  for  your  ole  dad,  ye  might  do 
it  to  please  that  digger  squaw  as  a  Christian 
act."  Whether  in  the  hidden  depths  of 
the  old  man's  consciousness  there  was  a 
feeling  of  paternal  vanity  in  showing  this 
wi-etched  aborigine  the  value  and  impor- 
tance of  the  treasure  she  was  about  to 
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guard  I  cannot  say.  Flip  darted  an  inter- 
rogatory look  at  Lance,  who  nodded  a 
quiet  assent,  and  she  flew  into  the  inner 
room.  She  did  not  linger  on  the  details  of 
her  toilet,  but  reappeared  almost  the  next 
moment  in  her  new  finery,  buttoning  the 
neck  of  her  gown  as  she  entered  the  room, 
and  chastely  stopping  at  the  window  to 
characteristically  pull  up  her  stocking. 
The  peculiarity  of  her  situation  increased 
her  usual  shyness ;  she  played  with  the 
black  and  gold  beads  of  a  handsome  neck- 
lace— Lance's  last  gift — as  the  merest 
child  might ;  her  unbuckled  shoe  gave  the 
squaw  a  natural  opportunity  of  showing 
her  admiration  and  devotion  by  insisting 
upon  buckling  it,  and  gave  Lance  under 
that  disguise  an  opportunity  of  covertly 
kissing  the  little  foot  and  ankle  in  the 
shadow  of  the  chimney ;  an  event  which 
provoked  slight  hysterical  symptoms  in 
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Flip,  and  caused  her  to  sit  suddenly  down 
in  spite  of  the  remonstrance  of  her  parent, 
'■'  Ef  you  can't  quit  gigglin'  and  squirmin' 
like  an  injin  baby  yourself;  ye'd  better 
git  rid  o'  them  duds,"  he  ejaculated  with 
peevish  scorn. 

Yet  even  under  this  perfunctory  rebuke 
his  weak  vanity  could  not  be  hidden,  and 
he  enjoyed  the  evident  admiration  of  a 
creature  whom  he  believed  to    be  half- 
witted and  degraded,  all  the  more  keenly 
because  it  did  not  make  him  jealous.  She 
could  not  take  Fhp  from  him.  Rendered 
garrulous  by  liquor,  he  went  to  voice  his 
contempt  for  those  who  might  attempt  it. 
Taking  advantage  of  his  daughter's  absence 
to    resume    her    homely    garments,  he 
whispered  confidentially  to  Lance — 

"  Ye  see  these  yer  fine  dresses,  ye  might 
think  is  presents.  Pr'aps  Flip  lets  on  they 
are  ?    Pr'aps  she  don't  know  any  better. 
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But  they  ain't  presents.  They're  only 
samples  o'  dressmaking  and  jewellery  that 
a  vain,  conceited  shrimp  of  a  feller  up  in 
Sacramento  sends  down  here  to  get 
customers  for.  In  course  I'm  to  pay  for 
'em.  In  course  he  reckons  I'm  to  do  it. 
In  course,  I  calkilate  to  do  it ;  but  he 
needn't  try  to  play  'em  off  as  presents.  He 
talks  suthin'  o'  coming  down  here,  sportin' 
hisself  off  on  Flip  as  a  fancy  buck  !  Not  ez 
long  ez  the  old  man's  here — you  bet." 
Thoroughly  carried  away  by  his  fancied 
wrongs,  it  was  perhaps  fortunate  that  he 
did  not  observe  the  flashing  eyes  of  Lance 
behind  his  lank  and  lustreless  wig ;  but 
seeing  only  the  figure  of  Lance  as  he 
had  conjured  him,  he  went  on.  "  That's 
why  I  want  you  to  hang  around  her. 
Hang  around  her  ontil  my  boy — him  that's 
comin'  home  on  a  visit — gets  here,  and  I 
reckon  he'll  clear  out  that  yar  Sacramento 
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counter]  umper.  Only  let  me  get  a  sight 
o'  liim  afore  Flip  does.    Eh  ?    D'ye  hear  ? 

Dog  my  skin  if  I  don't  believe  the  d  d 

injin's  drunk."  It  was  fortunate  that  at 
that  moment  Flip  reappeared,  and  dropping 
on  the  hearth  between  her  father  and  the 
infuriated  Lance,  let  her  hand  slip  in  his 
with  a  warning  pressure.  The  light  touch 
momentarily  recalled  him  to  himself  and 
her,  but  not  until  the  quick-witted  girl 
had  had  revealed  to  her  in  one  startled 
wave  of  consciousness  the  full  extent  of 
Lance's  infirmity  of  temper.  With  the 
instinct  of  awakened  tenderness  came  a 
sense  of  j'csponsibility  and  a  vague  pre- 
monition of  danger.  The  coy  blossom  of 
her  heart  was  scarce  unfolded  before  it  was 
chilled  by  approaching  shadows.  Fearful 
of  she  knew  not  what,  she  hesitated. 
Every  moment  of  Lance's  stay  was 
impenlled  by  a  single  word  that  might 
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spring  from  his  suppressed  Avhite  lips  ; 
beyond  and  above  the  suspicions  his  sudden 
withdrawal  might  awaken  in  her  father's 
breast,  she  was  dimly  conscious  of  some 
mysterious  terror  without  that  awaited 
him.  She  listened  to  the  furious  on- 
slaught of  the  wind  upon  the  sycamores 
beside  their  cabin,  and  thought  she  heard 
it  there  ,  she  listened  to  the  sharp  fusil- 
lade of  rain  upon  roof  and  pane,  and 
the  turbulent  roar  and  rush  of  leaping 
mountain  torrents  at  their  very  feet,  and 
fancied  it  was  there.  She  suddenly 
sprang  to  the  window,  and  pressing  her 
eyes  to  the  pane  saw  through  the  misty 
turmoil  of  tossing  boughs  and  swaying 
branches  the  scintillating  intermittent 
flames  of  torches  moving  on  the  trail 
above,  and  knew  it  was  there  ! 

In  an  instant  she  was  collected  and 

calm.    "Dad,"  she  said,  in  her  ordinary 
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indifferent  tone ;  "  there's  torches  movin' 
up  toward  the  diamond  pit.  Likely  it's 
tramps.  I'll  take  the  squaw  and  see." 
And  before  the  old  man  could  stagger  to 
his  feet  she  had  dragged  Lance  with  her 
into  the  road. 
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The  wind  charged  down  upon  them, 
slamming  the  door  at  their  backs,  extin- 
guishing the  broad  shaft  of  light  that 
had  momentarily  shot  out  into  the  dark- 
ness, and  swept  them  a  dozen  yards  away. 
Gaining  the  lee  of  a  madrono  tree,  Lance 
opened  his  blanketed  arms,  enfolded  the 
girl,  and  felt  her  for  one  brief  moment 
tremble  and  nestle  in  his  bosom  like  some 
frightened  animal. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  gaily,  "  what  next  ?" 

Flip  recovered  herself.  "  You're  safe 
now  anywhere  outside  the  house.  But 
did  you  expect  them  to-night  V 

Lance  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  Why 
not?" 
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"Hush!"  returned  the  girl;  "they're 
coming  this  v^ay." 

The  four  flickering,  scattered  lights 
presently  dropped  into  line.  The  trail 
had  been  found  ;  they  were  coming  nearer. 
Flip  breathed  quickly ;  the  spiced  aroraa 
of  her  presence  hlled  the  blanket  as  he 
drew  her  tightly  beside  him.  He  had 
foi'gotten  the  storm  that  raged  around 
them,  the  mysterious  foe  that  was 
approaching,  until  Flip  caught  his  sleeve 
with  a  slight  laugh. 

"  Why,  it's  Kennedy  and  Bijah." 

"Who's  Kennedy  and  Bijah?"  asked 
Lance  curtly. 

"  Kennedy's  the  postmaster,  and  Bijali's 
the  butcher." 

"  What  do  they  want?"  continued  Lance. 

"  Me,"  said  Flip,  coyly - 

"  You  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  let's  run  away." 
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Half  leading,  half  dragging  her  friend, 
Flip  made  her  way  with  unerring  wood- 
craft down  the  ravine.  The  sound  of  voices 
and  even  the  tumult  of  the  storm  became 
fainter,  an  acrid  smell  of  .burning  green 
wood  smarted  Lance's  lips  and  eyes ;  in 
the  midst  of  the  profound  darkness  be- 
neath   him    gradually   a   faint,  gigantic 
nimbus  like  a  lurid  eye  glowed  and  sank, 
quivered  and  faded  with  the  spent  breath 
of  the  gale  as  it  penetrated  their  retreat. 
''The  pit,"  whispered   Flip;    "it's  safe 
on  the  other  side,"  she  added,  cautiously 
skirting  the  orbit  of  the  great  eye,  and 
leading  him  to  a  sheltered  nest  of  bark 
and  sawdust.    It  was  warm  and  odorous. 
Nevertheless,  they  both   deemed  it  ne- 
cessary to  enwrap  themselves  in  the  single 
blanket.     The  eye  beamed  fitfully  upon 
them,   occasionally  a    wave  of  lambent 
tremulousness    passed    across     it ;  its 
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weirdness  was  an  excuse  for  their  drawing 
nearer  each  other  in  playful  terror. 

"Flip." 

"Well  ?" 

"  What  did  the  other  two  want  ?  To 
see  you  too  ?''' 

"Likely,"  said  Flip,  without  the  least 
trace  of  coquetry.  "  There's  been  a  lot 
of  strangers  yer,  off  and  on." 

"Perhaps  you'd  like  to  go  back  and 
see  them  ?" 

"  Do  you  want  me  to  V 

Lance's  reply  was  a  kiss.  Nevertheless 
he  was  vaguely  uneasy.  "Looks  a  little 
as  if  I  were  running  away,  don't  it  ?" 
he  suggested. 

"  No,"  said  Flip,  "  they  think  you're 
only  a  squaw;  it's  me  they're  after," 

Lance  smarted  a  little  at  this  infelicitous 
speech.  A  strange  and  irritating  sensa- 
tion had  been  creeping  over  him — it  was 
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his  first  experience  of  shame  and  remorse. 
"  I  reckon  I']l  go  back  and  see,"  he  said, 
rising  abruptly. 

FKp  was  silent.  She  was  thinking. 
Believing  that  the  men  were  seeking 
her  only,  she  knew  that  their  attention 
would  be  directed  from  her  companion 
when  it  was  found  out  he  was  no  longer 
with  her,  and  she  dreaded  to  meet  them 
in  his  irritable  presence. 

"  Go,"  she  said,  "  tell  Dad  something's 
gone  wrong  in  the  diamond  pit,  and  say 
I'm  watching  it  for  him  here." 

"And  you?" 

"  I'll  go  there  and  wait  for  him.  If 
he  can't  get  rid  of  them,  and  they  follow 
him  there,  I'll  come  back  here  and  meet 
you.  Anyhow,  I'll  manage  to  have  Dad 
wait  there  a  spell." 

She  took  his  hand  and  led  him  back 
by  a  different  path  to  the  trail.  He 
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was  surprised  to  find  that  the  cabin,  its 
window  glowing  from  the  fire,  was  only 
a   hundred   yards   away      "Go   in  the 
back  way,  by  the  shed.     Don't   go  in 
the  room,  nor  near  the  light  if  you  can. 
Don't  talk  inside,  but  call  or  beckon  to 
Dad.    Remember,"  she  said  with  a  laugh, 
"you're  keeping  watch  of  me  for  him. 
Pull  your  hair  down  on  your  eyes,  so." 
This    operation,  like  most  feminine  em- 
bellishments   of   the    masculine  toilette, 
was  attended  by  a  kiss,  and  Flip,  stepping 
back  into  the   shadow,  vanished  in  the 
storm. 

Lance's  first  movements  were  inconsis- 
tent with  his  assumed  sex.  He  picked  up 
his  clrasforled  skirt,  and  drew  a  bowie  knife 
from  his  boot.  From  his  bosom  he  took  a 
revolver,  turning  the  chambers  noiselessly 
as  he  felt  the  caps.  He  then  crept  to- 
wards the   cabin  softly  and  gained  the 
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of  light  piercing  a  crack  of  the  rude  ill- 
fitting  door  that  opened  on  the  sitting- 
room.  A  sino^le  voice  not  unfamiliar  to 
him,  raised  in  half  brutal  triumph,  greeted 
his  ears.  A  name  ay  as  mentioned — his 
own  !  His  angry  hand  was  on  the  latch. 
One  moment  more  and  he  would  have 
burst  the  door,  but  in  that  instant  another 
name  was  uttered — a  name  tliat  dropped 
his  hand  from  the  latch  and  the  blood 
from  his  cheeks.  He  staggered  back- 
ward, passed  his  hand  swiftly  across  his 
forehead,  recovered  himself  with  a 
gesture  of  mingled  rage  and  despair, 
and  sinking  on  his  knees  beside  the 
door  pressed  his  hot  temples  against  the 
crack. 

"  Do  I  know  Lance  Harriott  ?"  said  the 

voice.     "  Do  I  know  the  d  d  ruffian  ? 

Didn't  I  hunt  him  a  year  ago  into  the  brush 
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three  miles  from  the  Crossing  ?  Didn't  we 
lose  sight  of  him  the  very  day  he  turned  up 
yer  at  this  ranche,  and  got  smuggled  over 
into  Monterey  ?  Ain't  it  the  same  man  as 
killed  Arkansaw  Bob — Bob  Ridley — the 
name  he  went  by  in  Sonora  ?  And  who 
was  Bob  Bidley,  eh  %  Who  ?  Why  you 
d  d  old  fool,  it  was  Bob  Fairley — your 

SON  !" 

The  old  man's  voice  rose  querulous  and 
indistinct. 

"  What  are  ye  talkin'  about  ?"  inter- 
rupted the  first  speaker.  "  I  tell  you  I 
know.  Look  at  these  pictures,  I  found  'em 
on  his  body.  Look  at  'em.  Pictures  of 
you  and  your  girl.  P'r'aps  you'll  deny 
them.  P'r'aps  you'll  tell  me  I  lie  when  I 
tell  you  he  told  me  he  was  your  son  ;  told 
me  how  he  ran  away  from  you,  how  you 
were  livin'  somewhere  in  the  mountains 
makin'  gold  or  suthin'  else  outer  charcoal. 
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He  told  me  who  he  was  as  a  secret.  He 
never  let  on  he  told  it  to  any  one  else. 
And  when  I  found  that  the  man  who 
killed  him,  Lance  Harriott,  had  been 
hidin'  here,  had  been  sendin'  spies  all 
around  to  find  out  all  about  your  son,  had 
been  foolin'  you  and  tryin'  to  ruin  your 
gal  as  he  had  killed  your  boy,  I  know 
that  lie  knew  it  too." 
"Liar  !" 

The  door  fell  in  with  a  crash.  There 
was  the  sudden  apparition  of  a  demoniac 
face,  still  half-hidden  by  the  long  trailing 
black  locks  of  hair  that  curled  like 
Medusa's  around  it.  A  cry  of  terror  filled 
the  room.  Three  of  the  men  dashed  from 
the  door  and  fled  precipitately.  The  man 
who  had  spoken  sprang  towards  his  rifle 
in  the  chimney  corner.  But  the  move- 
ment was  his  last ;  a  blinding  flash  and 
shattering  report  interposed  between  him 
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and  his  weapon.  The  impulse  carried 
him  forward  headlong  into  the  fire,  that 
hissed  and  spluttered  with  his  blood,  and 
Lance  Harriott,  with  his  smoking  pistol, 
strode  past  him  to  the  door.  Already  far 
down  the  trail  there  were  hurried  voices, 
the  crash  and  crackling  of  impeding 
branches  growing  fainter  and  fainter  in 
the  distance.  Lance  turned  back  to  the 
solitary  living  figure — the  old  man. 

Yet  he  might  have  been  dead  too,  he 
sat  so  rigid  and  motionless,  his  fixed  eyes 
staring  vacantly  at  the  body  on  the  hearth. 
Before  him  on  the  table  lay  two  cheap 
photographs,  one  evidently  of  himself, 
taken  in  some  remote  epoch  of  complexion, 
one  of  a  child  which  Lance  recognised  as 
Flip. 

"  Tell  me,"  said  Lance  hoarsely,  laying 
his  quivering  hand  on  the  table,  "  was  Bob 
Ridley  your  son  1" 
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"  My  son !"  echoed  the  old  man  in  a 
strange,  far-off  voice,  without  turning  his 
eyes  from  the  corpse — "  My  son — is — is — 
is  there!"  pointing  to  the  dead  man. 
"  Hush  !  Didn't  he  tell  you  so  ?  Didn't 
you  hear  him  say  it  ?  Dead — dead — shot 
—shot!" 

"  Silence!  are  you  crazy,  man  ?"  repeated 
Lance  tremblingly ;  "  that  is  not  Bob 
Ridley,  but  a  dog,  a  coward,  a  liar  gone  to 
his  reckoning.  Hear  me  I  If  your  son 
was  Bob  Bidley,  I  swear  to  God  I  never 
knew  it,  now  or — or — tlien.  Do  you  hear 
me  ?  Tell  me !  Do  you  believe  me  ? 
Speak  !    You  shall  speak." 

He  laid  his  hand  almost  menacingly  on 
the  old  man's  shoulder.  Fairley  slowly 
raised  his  head.  Lance  fell  back  with  a 
groan  of  horror.  The  weak  lips  were 
wreathed  with  a  feeble  imploring  smile, 
but  the  eyes  wherein  the  fretful,  peevish. 
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suspicious  spirit  had  dwelt  were  blank  and 
tenantless ;  the  flickering  intellect  that 
had  lit  them  was  blown  out  and  vanished. 

Lance  walked  towards  the  door  and  re- 
mained motionless  for  a  moment,  gazing 
into  the  night.  When  he  turned  back 
again  towards  the  fire  his  face  was  as 
colourless  as  the  dead  man's  on  the  hearth  ; 
the  fire  of  passion  was  gone  from  his 
beaten  eyes ;  his  step  was  hesitating  and 
slow.    He  went  up  to  the  table. 

"  I  say,  old  man,"  he  said,  with  a  strange 
smile  and  an  oddj  premature  suggestion  of 
the  mfinite  weariness  of  death  in  his  voice, 
"  you  wouldn't  mind  giving  me  this,  would 
you  ?"  and  he  took  uj)  the  picture  of  Flip. 

The  old  man  nodded  repeatedly 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Lance.  He  went  to 
the  door,  paused  a  moment,  and  returned. 
"  Good-by,  old  man,"  he  said,  holding  out 
his  hand. 
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Fairley  took  it  with  a  childish  smile. 
"  He's  dead,"  said  the  old  man  softly, 
holding  Lance's  hand,  but  pointing  to  the 
hearth. 

"  Yes,"  said  Lance,  with  the  faintest 
of  smiles  on  the  palest  of  faces.  "  You 
feel  sorry  for  any  one  that's  dead, 
don't  you  ?"  Fairley  nodded  again.  Lance 
looked  at  him  with  eyes  as  remote  as  his 
own,  shook  his  hand  and  turned  away. 
When  he  reached  the  door  he  laid  his 
revolver  carefully,  and,  indeed,  somewhat 
ostentatiously,  upon  a  chair.  But  when  he 
stepped  from  the  threshold  he  stopped  a 
moment  in  the  light  of  the  open  door  to 
examine  the  lock  of  a  small  derringer 
which  he  drew  from  his  pocket.  He  then 
shut  the  door  carefully  and  with  the  same 
slow,  hesitating  step,  felt  his  way  into  the 
night. 

He  had  but  one  idea  in  his  mind — to 
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find  some  lonely  spot ;  some  spot  where 
the  footsteps  of  man  would  never  pene- 
trate, some  spot  that  would  yield  him 
rest,  sleep,  obliteration,  forgetfulness — and, 
above  all,  where  he  would  be  forgotten. 
He  had  seen  such  places — surely  there 
were  many— where  bones  were  picked  up 
of  dead  men  who  had  faded  from  the  earth 
and  had  left  no  other  record.  If  he  could 
only  keep  his  senses  now  he  might  find 
such  a  spot,  but  he  must  be  careful,  for 
her  little  feet  went  everywhere,  and  she 
must  never  see  him  again  alive  or  dead. 
And  in  the  midst  of  his  thoughts,  and  the 
darkness,  and  the  storm,  he  heard  a  voice  at 
his  side — "Lance,  how  long  you  have  been!" 

'k  '^1^  #  ?X*^ 

Left  to  himself,  the  old  man  again  fell 
into  a  vacant  contemplation  of  the  dead 
body  before  him,  until  a  stronger  blast 
swept  down  like  an  avalanche  upon  the 
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cabin,  burst  through,  the  ill-fastened  door 
and  broken  chimney;  and  dashing  the  ashes 
and  living  embers  over  the  floor,  filled  the 
room  with  smoke  and  flame.  Fairley  rose 
with  a  feeble  cry,  and  then,  as  if  acted 
upon  by  some  dominant  memory,  groped 
under  the  bed  until  he  found  his  buckskin 
bag  and  his  precious  crjstal,  and  fled  pre- 
cipitantly  from  the  room.  Lifted  by  this 
second  shock  from  his  apathy  he  returned 
to  the  fixed  idea  of  his  life — the  discovery 
and  creation  of  the  diamond — and  forgot 
all  else.  The  feeble  grasp  that  his  shaken 
intellect  kept  of  the  events  of  the  night 
relaxed,  the  disguised  Lance,  the  story  of 
his  son,  the  murder,  slipped  into  nothing- 
ness ;  there  remained  only  the  one  idea — 
his  nightly  watch  by  the  diamond  pit. 
The  instinct  of  long  habit  was  stronger 
than  the  darkness  or  the  onset  of  the 
storm,  and  he  kept  his  tottering  way  over 
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stream  and  fallen  timber  until  he  reached 
the  spot,  A  sudden  tremor  seemed,  to 
shake  the  lambent  flame  that  had  lured 
him  on.  He  thought  he  heard  the  sound  of 
voices ;  there  were  signs  of  recent  disturb- 
ance— footprints  in  the  sawdust!  With  a 
cry  of  rage  and  suspicion,  Fairley  slipped 
into  the  pit  and  sprang  towards  the  nearest 
opening.  To  his  frenzied  fancy  it  had  l)een 
tampered  with,  his  secret  discovered,  the 
fruit  of  his  long^  labours  stolen  from  him 
that  ^eiy  night.  With  superhuman 
strengtli  he  began  to  open  the  pit,  scatter- 
ing the  half- charred  logs  right  and  left, 
and  giving  free  vent  to  the  suffocating 
gases  that  rose  from  the  now  incandescent 
charcoal.  At  times  the  fury  of  the  gale 
would  drive  it  back  and  hold  it  against  the 
sides  of  the  pit,  leaving  the  opening  free ; 
at  times,  following  the  blind  instinct  of 
habit,  the  demented  man  would  fall  upon 
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his  face  and  bury  his  nose  and  mouth  in 
the  wet  bark  and  sawdust.  At  last,  the 
paroxysm  past,  he  sank  back  again  in  his 
old  apathetic  attitude  of  watching,  the 
attitude  he  had  so  often  kept  beside  his 
sylvan  crucible.  In  this  attitude  and  in 
silence  he  waited  for  the  dawn. 

It  came  with  a  hush  in  the  storm ;  it  came 
with  blue  openings  in  the  broken  up  and 
tumbled  heavens ;  it  came  with  stars  that 
glistened  first  and  then  paled,  and  at  last 
sank  drowning  in  those  deep  cerulean  lakes  ; 
it  came  with  those  cerulean  lakes  broaden- 
ing into  vaster  seas,  whose  shores  expanded 
at  last  into  one  illimitable  ocean,  cerulean 
no  more,  but  flecked  with  crimson  and  opal 
dyes  ;  it  came  with  the  lightly  lifted  misty 
curtain  of  the  day,  torn  and  rent  on  crag 
and  pine  top,  but  always  lifting,  lifting. 
It  came  with  the  sparkle  of  emerald  in  the 
young  grasses,  and  the  flash  of  diamonds 
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in  every  spray,  with  a  wliisper  in  the 
awakening  woods,  and  voices  in  the 
travelled  roads  and  trails. 

The  sound  of  these  voices  stopped  before 
the  pit,  and  seemed  to  interrogate  the  old 
man.  He  came,  and  putting  his  finger  on 
his  lips,  made  a  sign  of  caution.  When 
three  or  four  men  had  descended  he  bade 
them  follow  him,  saying,  weakly  and  dis- 
jointedly,  but  persistently,  "  My  boy  . 
my  son  Robert  came  home  .  .  .  came 
home  at  last  .  .  .  here  with  Flip  both 
of  them     .    Come  and  see  !" 

He  had  reached  a  little  niche  or  nest 
in  the  hillside,  and  stopped  and  suddenly 
drew  aside  a  blanket.  Beneath  it,  side  by 
side,  lay  Flip  and  Lance,  dead,  with  their 
cold  hands  clasped  in  each  other's. 

"  Suffocated  !"  said  two  or  three,  turning 
with  horror  toward  the  broken  up  and  still 
smouldering  pit. 
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"  Asleep  !"  said  the  old  man.  "  Asleep  ! 
I've  seen  'em  lying  that  way  when  they 
were  babies  together.  Don't  tell  me ! 
Don't  say  I  don't  know  my  own  flesh  and 
blood  !  So  !  so  !  So  my  pretty  ones  !" 
He  stooped  and  kissed  them.  Then, 
drawing  the  blanket  over  them  gently, 
he  rose  and  said  softly,  "Good  night!" 
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He  was  also  a  pioneer.  A  party  who 
broke  through  the  snows  of  the  wmter 
of  '51,  and  cume  upon  the  triangular 
little  valley  afterwards  kno-v^'n  as  La  Porte, 
found  him  the  sole  inhabitant.  He  had 
subsisted  for  three  months  on  two  biscuits 
a  day  and  a  few  inches  of  bacon,  in  a  hut 
made  of  bark  and  brushwood.  Yet,  when 
the  explorers  found  him,  he  was  quite  alert, 
hopeful,  and  gentlemanly.  But  I  cheer- 
fully make  way  here  for  the  terser 
narrative  of  Captain  Henry  Symes, 
commanding  the  prospecting  party  : — "  We 
kem  upon  him,  gentlemen,  suddent-like. 
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jest  abreast  of  a  rock  like  this — demonstra- 
ting the  distance — ez  near  ez  you  be. 
He  sees  us,  and  he  dives  into  his  cabin 
and  comes  out  agin  with  a  tall  hat — a 
stovepipe,  gentlemen — and,  blank  me ! 
gloves  !  He  was  a  tall  thin  feller,  holler 
in  the  cheek — ez  might  be — and  off  colour 
in  his  face,  ez  was  nat'ral,  takin'  in  account 
his  starvation  grub.  But  he  lifts  his  hat 
to  us  so,  and  sez  he,  '  Happy  to  make 
your  acquaintance,  gentlemen  !  I'm  afraid 
you  ex-per-ienced  some  difficulty  in  getting 
here.  Take  a  cigyar.'  And  he  pulls  out 
a  fancy  cigar-case  with  two  real  Havannas 
in  it.    '  I  wish  there  was  more,'  sez  he. 

"  '  Yc  don't  smoke  yourself?'  sez  I. 

"  '  Seldom,'  sez  he ;  which  war  a  lie, 
for  that  very  arternoon  I  seed  him  hangin' 
ontu  a  short  pipe  like  a  suckin'  baby  ontu 
a  bottle.  *  I  kept  these  cigyars  for  any 
gentleman  that  might  drop  in,' 
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"  '  I  reckon  ye  see  a  great  deal  o'  the 
best  society  yer,'  sez  Bill  Parker,  starin' 
at  the  hat  and  gloves  and  winkin'  at  the 
boys. 

"  '  A  few  Ind-i-ans  occasionally,'  sez  he. 
" '  Injins  !'  sez  we. 

"  '  Yes.  Very  quiet  good  fellows  in 
their  way.  They  have  once  or  twice 
brought  me  game,  which  I  refused,  as  the 
poor  fellows  have  had  a  pretty  hard  time 
of  it  themselves.' 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  we  was,  ez  you  know, 
rather  quiet  men — rather  peaceable  men ; 
but — hevin'  been  shot  at  three  times  by 
these  yar  '  good'  Injins,  and  Parker  his- 
self  havin'  a  matter  o'  three  inches  of  his 
own  skelp  lying  loose  in  their  hands  and 
he  walkin'  round  wearin'  green  leaves  on 
his  head  like  a  Poman  statoo — it  did 
kinder  seem  ez  if  this  yer  stranger  was 
playin'  it  rather  low  down  on  the  boys. 
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Bill  Parker  get  up  and  takes  a  survey  o' 
him,  and  sez  he,  peaceful-like — 

"'Ye  say  these  yer  Injins — these  yer 
quiet  Injins — offered  yer  game  V 

"'They  did!'  sez  he. 

"  '  And  you  refoosed  ?' 

"'I  did,'  sez  he. 

"  '  Must  hev  made  'em  feel  kinder  bad — 
sorter  tortered  their  sensitiv'  naters  ?'  sez 
Bill. 

" '  They  really  seemed  quite  disap- 
pointed.' 

" '  In  course,'  sez  Bill.  *  And  now 
mout  I  ask  who  you  be  V 

"'Excuse  me,'  says  the  stranger;  and, 
darn  my  skin !  if  he  doesn't  hist  out  a 
keerd-case,  and,  handin'  it  over  to  Bill, 
sez,  '  Here's  my  kyard. ' 

"  Bill  took  it  and  read  out  aloud, 
'  J.  Trott,  Kentucky.' 

"  '  It's  a  pooty  keerd/  sez  Bil]. 
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" '  I'm  glad  you  like  it,'  says  the 
stranger. 

"'I  reckon  the  other  fifty-one  of  the 
deck  ez  as  pooty — all  of  'em  Jacks  and 
left  bowers,'  sez  Bill. 

"  The  stranger  sez  notliin',  but  kinder 
draws  back  from  Bill;  but  Bill  ups  and  sez — ■ 

"  '  Wot  is  your  little  game,  Mister  J. 
Trott,  of  Kentucky?' 

" '  I  don't  think  I  quite  understand 
you,'  sez  the  stranger,  a  holler  fire  comin' 
intu  his  cheeks  like  ez  if  they  was  the 
bowl  of  a  pipe. 

"  '  Wot's  this  yer  kid-glove  business  ? 
—  this  yer  tall  hat  paradin'  ? — this  yer 
circus  foolin'  ?  Wot's  it  all  about  ?  Who 
are  ye,  anyway?' 

"The  stranger  stands  up  and  sez  he, 
'  Ez  I  don't  quarrel  with  guests  on  my 
own  land,'  sez  he,  '  I  think  you'll  allow 
I'm — a  gentleman  !'  sez  he. 
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"  With  that  he  takes  off  his  tall  hat  and 
makes  a  low  bow,  so,  and  turns  away — 
like  this ;  but  Bill  lites  out  of  a  suddent 
with  his  right  foot  and  drives  his  No.  10 
boot  clean  through  the  crown  of  that  tall 
hat  like  one  o'  them  circus  hoops. 

"  That's  about  ez  fur  ez  I  remember. 
Gentlemen !  thar  warn't  but  one  man  o' 
that  hull  crowd  ez  could  actooally  swear 
what  happened  next,  and  that  man  never 
told.  For  a  kind  o'  whirl- wind  jest  then 
took  place  in  that  valley  T  disremember 
anythin'  but  dust  and  bustlin'  Thar 
wasn't  no  yellin',  thar  wasn't  no  shootin' 
It  was  one  o'  them  suddent  things  that 
left  even  a  six-shooter  out  in  the  cold. 
When  I  kem  to  in  the  chapparel — being 
oncomfortable  like  from  hevin'  only  half  a 
shirt  on — I  found  nigh  on  three  pounds  o' 
gravel  and  stones  in  my  pockets  and  a 
stiffness  in  my  ha'r.    I  looks  up  and  sees 
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Bill  liangin'  in  the  forks  of  a  hickory  sap- 
lin'  twenty  feet  above  me. 

" '  Cap,'  sez  he,  in  an  inquirin'  way, 
'  hez  the  tornado  passed  ? ' 
Which  r  sez  I 

'  This  yer  elemental  disturbance — is  it 
over  ? ' 

"  '  I  reckon,'  sez  I. 

" '  Because,'  sez  he,  '  afore  this  yer 
electrical  phenomenon  took  place  I  hed  a 
slight  misunderstanding  with  a  stranger, 
and  I'd  like  to  apologize ! ' 

"  And  with  that  he  climbs  down,  peaceful 
like,  and  goes  into  the  shanty,  and  comes 
out,  hand  in  hand  with  that  stranger, 
smilin'  like  an  infant.  And  that's  the  first 
time,  I  reckon,  we  know'd  anythin'  about 
the  gentleman  of  La  Porte." 

It  is  by  no  means  improbable  that  the 
above  incidents  are  slightly  exaggerated  in 
narration,  and  the  cautious  reader  will  do 
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well  to  accept  with  some  reservation  the 
particular  phenomenon  alluded  to  by  the 
Captain.    But  the  fact  remains  that  the 
Gentleman  of  La  Porte  was  allowed  an 
eccentricity  and  enjoyed  an  immunity  from 
contemporaneous  criticism  only  to  be  attri- 
buted to  his  personal  prowess.  Indeed, 
this  was  once   publicly   expressed.    "  It 
'pears  to  me,"  said  a  meek  new-comer — 
who,  on  the  strength  of  his  having  received 
news  of  the  death  of  a  distant  relative  in 
the  "  States,"  had  mounted  an  exceedingly 
large  crape  mourning  band  on  his  white 
felt  hat,  and  was  consequently  obliged  to 
"  treat"  the  crowd   in  the   bar-room  of 
Parker's  Hotel — "  it  'pears  to  me,  gentle- 
men, that  this  yer  taxing  the  nat'ral  ex- 
pression of  grief,  and  allowin'  such  festive 
exhibitions   as  yaller  kid-gloves,  on  the 
gentleman  on  my  right,  is  sorter  incon- 
sistent.   I  don't  mind  treatin'  the  croAvd, 
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gentlemen,  but  this  yer  platform  and  reso- 
lutions don't  seem  to  keep  step."  This 
appeal  to  the  Demos  of  every  American 
crowd  of  course  precluded  any  reply  from 
the  Gentleman  of  La  Porte,  but  left  it  to 
the  palpable  chairman — the  barkeeper,  Mr 
William  Parker. 

"  Young  man,"  he  replied,  severely, 
"  when  J OM  can  wear  yaller  kids  like  that 
man  and  make  'em  hover  in  the  air  like 
summer  lightnin',  and  strike  in  four  places 
to  onct !  then  ye  kin  talk  I  Then  ye  kin 
wear  your  shirt  half-masted  if  ye  like  !"  A 
sentiment  to  which  the  crowd  assenting, 
the  meek  man  paid  for  the  drinks,  and 
would  have,  in  addition,  taken  off  his 
mourning  band,  but  was  courteously 
stopped  by  the  Gentleman  of  La  Porte. 

And  yet,  I  protest,  there  was  little  sug- 
gestive of  this  baleful  prowess  in  his  face 
and  figure.    He  was  loose-jointed  and  long- 
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limbed,  yet  with  a  certain  meclianical,  slow 
rigidity  of  movement  that  seemed  incom- 
patible with  alacrity  and  dexterity.  His 
arms  were  unusually  long,  and  his  hands 
hung  with  their  palms  forward.  In  walk- 
ing his :  feet  "toed  in,"  suggesting  an 
aboriginal  ancestry.  His  face,  as  I  remem- 
ber it,  was  equally  inoffensive.  Thin  and 
melancholy,  the  rare  smile  that  lit  it  up  was 
only  a  courteous  reception  of  some  attri- 
bute of  humour  in  another  which  he  was 
unable  himself  to  appreciate.  His  straight 
black  hair  and  high  cheekbones  would 
have  heightened  his  Indian  resemblance ; 
but  these  were  offset  by  two  most  extra- 
ordinary eyes  that  were  utterly  at  variance 
with  this  or  indeed  any  other  suggestion  of 
his  features.  They  were  yellowish-blue, 
globular,  and  placidly  staring.  They  ex- 
pressed nothing  that  the  Gentleman  of 
La  Porte  thought — nothing  that  he  did — 
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nothing  that  he  might  reasonably  be  ex- 
pected to  do.  They  were  at  variance 
with  his  speech,  his  carriage,  even  his 
remarkable  attire.  More  than  one  irreve- 
rent critic  had  suggested  that  he  had 
probably  lost  his  own  eyes  in  some  frontier 
difficulty,  and  had  hurriedly  replaced  them 
with  those  of  his  antagonist. 

Had  this  mgenious  hypothesis  reached 
the   ears  of  the    Gentleman,  he  would 
probably  have  contented  himself  with  a 
simple  denial  of  the  fact,  overlooking  any 
humorous  incongruity  of  statement.  For, 
as  has  been  already  intimated,  among  his 
other  privileges  he   enjoyed  an  absolute 
immunity  from  any  embarrassing  sense  of 
the   ludicrous.     His    deficient  sense  of 
humour  and  habitual  gravity  in  a  com- 
munity whose  severest  dramatic  episodes 
were  mitigated  by  some  humorous  detail, 
and  whose  customary  relaxation  was  the 
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playing  of  practical  jokes,  was  marked 
with  a  certain  frankness  that  was  discom- 
posing. "  I  think,"  he  remarked  to  a  well- 
known  citizen  of  La  Porte,  "  that,  in 
alluding  to  the  argumentative  character 
of  Mr.  William  Peghammer,  you  said  you 
had  found  him  lying  awake  at  night  con- 
tradicting the  '  Katydids.'  This  he 
himself  assures  me  is  not  true,  and  I  may 
add  that  I  passed  the  night  with  him  in 
the  woods  without  any  such  thing  occur- 
ring. You  seemed  to  have  lied."  The 
severity  of  this  reception  checked  further 
humorous  exhibitions  iu  his  presence.  In- 
deed, I  am  not  certain  but  it  invested  him 
Avith  a  certain  aristocratic  isolation. 

Thus  identified  with  the  earliest  history 
of  the  Camp,  Mr.  Trott  j^articipated  in  its 
fortunes  and  shared  its  prosperity.  As  one 
of  the  original  locators  of  the  "  Eagle  Mine" 
]ie  enjoyed  a  certain  income  which  enabled 
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him  to  live  without  labour  and  to  freely 
indulge  his  few  and  inexpensive  tastes. 
After  his  own  personal  adornment — which 
consisted  chiefly  in  the  daily  weaiing  of 
spotless  linen — he  was    fond   of  giving 
presents.     These    possessed,    perhaps,  a 
sentimental  rather  than   intrinsic  value. 
To  an  intimate  friend  he  had  once  given 
a  cane,  the  stick  whereof  was  cut  from  a 
wild  grape-vine  which  grew  above  the  spot 
where  the  famous  "Eagle  /mo? "was  first 
discovered  in  La  Porte ;  the  head  origi- 
nally belonged  to  a  cane  presented  to  Mr. 
Trott's  father,  and  the  ferrule  was  made  of 
the  last  silver  half-dollar  which  he  had 
brought  to    California.     "  And  yet,  do 
you  know,"  said  the  indignant  recipient 
of  this  touching  gift,  "  I  oflPered  to  put  it 
down  for  a  five-dollar  ante  last  night  over 
at  Robinson's,  and  the  boys  wouldn't  see 
it,  and  allowed  I'd  better  leave  the  board. 
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Thar's  no  appreciation  of  sacred  things  in 
this  yer  Camp." 

It  was  in  this  lush  growth  and  spring 
time  of  La  Porte  that  the  Gentleman  was 
chosen  Justice  of  the  Peace  by  the  unani- 
mous voice  of  his  fellow- citizens.  That  he 
should  have  exercised  his  functions  with 
dignity  was  natural ;  that  he  should  have 
shown  a  singular  lenity  in  the  levyings  of 
fines  and  the  infliction  of  penalties  was, 
however,  an  unexpected  and  discomposing 
discovery  to  the  settlement.  "  The  law 
requires  me,  sir,"  he  would  say  to  some  un- 
mistakable culprit,  "  to  give  you  the  option 
of  ten  days'  imprisonment  or  the  fine  of 
ten  dollars.  If  you  have  not  the  money 
with  you,  the  clerk  will  doubtless  advance 
it  for  you."  It  is  needless  to  add  that  the 
clerk  invariably  advanced  the  money,  or 
that  when  the  Court  adjourned  the  Judge 
instantly  reimbursed  him.    In  one  instance 


A  GENTLEMAN  OF  LA  PORTE.  145 


only  did  the  sturdy  culprit — either  from 
"pure  cussedness"  or  a  weaker  desire  to 
spare  the  Judge  the  expense  of  his  convic- 
tion— refuse  to  borrow  the  amount  of  the 
fine  from  the  clerk.  He  was  accordingly 
remanded  to  the  County  Gaol.  It  is  re- 
lated— on  tolerably  g<:)od  authority — that 
when  the  Court  had  adjourned  the  Court 
was  seen,  in  spotless  linen  and  yellow 
gloves,  making  in  the  direction  of  the 
County  Gaol — a  small  adohe  building, 
which  also  served  as  a  Hall  of  Records. 
That,  after  ostentatiously  consulting  certain 
records,  the  Court  entered  the  Gaol  as  if 
in  casual  official  inspection.  That,  later  in 
the  evening,  the  Deputy  Sheriff  having 
charge  of  the  prisoner  was  despatched  for 
a  bottle  of  whisky  and  a  pack  of  cards. 
But  as  the  story  here  alleges  that  the 
Deputy,  that  evening,  lost  the  amount  of 
his  month's   stipend  and   the  Court  its 
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entire  yearly  salary  to  the  prisoner  in  a 
friendly  game  of  "  cut-throat  euchre,"  to 
relieve  the  tedium  of  the  prisoner's  confine- 
ment, the  whole  story  has  been  denied,  as 
incompatible  with  Judge  Trott's  dignity, 
though  not  inconsistent  with  his  kindliness 
of  nature.    It  is  certain,  however,  that  his 
lenity  would  have  brought  him  into  dis- 
favour, but  for  a  redeeming  exhibition  of 
his   unofficial    strength.     A   young  and 
talented  lawyer  from  Sacramento  had  been 
retained  in  some  civil  case  before  Judge 
Trott,  but,  confident   of  his   success  on 
appeal  from  this    primitive   tribunal,  he 
had  scarcely  concealed  his  contempt  for 
it  in  his  closing  argument.    Judge  Trott, 
when  he  had  finished,  sat  unmoved,  save 
for  a  slight  colouring  of  his  high  c-heek- 
bones.    But  here  I  must  again  borrow  the 
graphic  language  of  a  spectator:  "When 
the  Judge  had  hung   out  them  ar  red 
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danger  signals  he  sez,  quite  peaceful-like, 
to  that  yer  Sacramento  shrimp,  sez  he, 
*  Young  gentleman,'  sez  he,  '  do  you 
know  that  I  could  fine  ye  fifty  dollars  for 
contempt  o'  Court  f  'And  if  ye  could/ 
sez  the  shrimp,  peart  and  sassy  as  a  hoss- 
fly,  'I  reckon  I  could  pay  it.'  'But  I 
ought  to  add,'  sez  the  Gentleman,  sad- 
like,  'that  I  don't  pur-pose  to  do  it.  I 
believe  in  freedom  of  speech  and — action  !' 
He  then  rises  up,  onlimbers  hisself,  so  to 
speak,  stretches  out  that  yer  Hand  o' 
Providence  o'  his,  lites  into  that  yer 
shrimp,  lifts  him  up  and  scoots  him 
through  the  window  twenty  feet  into  the 
ditch.  '  Call  the  next  case,'  sez  he,  sittin' 
down  again,  with  them  big  white  eyes 
o'  his  lookin'  peaceful-like  ez  if  nothin' 
partikler  had  happened." 

Happy  would  it  have  been  for  the 
Gentleman  had  these  gentle  eccentricities 
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produced,  no  greater  result.  But  a  fatal 
and  hitherto  unexpected  weakness 
manifested  itself  in  the  very  court  in 
which  he  had  triumphed,  and  for  a  time 
imperilled  his  popularity  A  lady  of 
dangerous  antecedents  and  great  freedom 
of  manner,  who  was  the  presiding  goddess 
of  the  "  Wheel  of  Fortune  "  in  the  prin- 
cipal gambling  saloon  of  La  Porte, 
brought  an  action  against  several  of  its 
able-bodied  citizens  for  entering  the 
saloon  with  "  force  and  arms "  and 
destroying  the  peculiar  machinery  of  her 
game.  She  was  ably  supported  by 
counsel,  and  warmly  sympathized  with 
by  a  gentleman  who  was  not  her  hus- 
band. Yet  in  spite  of  this  valuable 
co-operation  she  was  not  successful. 
The  oflPence  was  clearly  proved  ;  but  the 
jury  gave  a  verdict  in  favour  of  the 
defendants,  without  leaving   their  seats. 
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Judge  Trott  turned  his  mild  inoffensive 
eyes  upon  them. 

"  Do  I  understand  you  to  say  that  this 
is  your  final  verdict  T 

"  You  kin  bet  your  boots,  your 
Honour,"  responded  the  Foreman,  with 
cheerful  but  well-meaning  irreverence, 
"that  that's  about  the  way  the  thing 
points." 

"  Mr.  Clerk,"  said  Judge  Trott,  "  record 
the  verdict,  and  then  enter  my  resigna- 
tion as  Judge  of  this  Court." 

He  rose  and  left  the  bench.  In  vain 
did  various  influential  citizens  follow  him 
with  expostulations ;  in  vain  did  they 
point  out  the  worthlessness  of  the 
plaintiff  and  the  worthlessness  of  her 
cause — in  which  he  had  sacrificed  himself. 
In  vain  did  the  jury  intimate  that  his 
resignation  was  an  insult  to  tliem.  Judge 
Trott  turned  abruptly  upon  the  foreman, 
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with  the  old  ommous  glow  in  his  high 
cheekbones. 

"  I  didn't  understand  you,"  said  he. 

"I  was  saying,"  said  the  foreman 
hastily,  "  that  it  was  useless  to  argue  the 
case  any  longer,"  and  withdrew  slightly  in 
advance  of  the  rest  of  the  jury,  as  became 
his  official  position.  But  Judge  Trott 
never  again  ascended  the  bench. 

It  was  quite  a  month  after  his  resig- 
nation, and  the  Gentleman  was  sitting  in 
the  twilight  "  under  the  shadow  of  his  own 
vine  and  fig-tree " — a  figure  of  speech 
locally  interpreted  as  a  "  giant  redwood " 
and  a  mossy  creeper — before  the  door  of 
that  cabin  in  which  he  was  first  introduced 
to  the  reader — when  he  was  faintly 
conscious  of  the  outlines  of  a  female  form 
and  the  tones  of  a  female  voice.  The 
Gentleman  hesitated,  and  placed  over 
his  right  eve  a  large  gold  eyeglass,  which 
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had  been  lately  accepted  by  the  Camp 
as  his  most  recent  fashionable  folly.  The 
form  was  unfamiliar,  but  the  voice  the 
Gentleman  instantly  recognised  as 
belonging  to  the  plaintiff  in  his  late 
momentous  judicial  experience.  It  is 
proper  to  say  here  that  it  was  the  voice 
of  Mademoiselle  Clotilde  Montmorency ; 
it  is  only  just  to  add  that,  speaking  no 
French,  and  being  of  unmistakable  Anglo- 
Saxon  origin,  her  name  was  evidently 
derived  from  the  game  over  which  she 
had  presided,  which  was,  in  the  baleful 
estimation  of  the  Camp,  of  foreign  extrac- 
tion. 

"  I  wanted  to  know,"  said  Miss  Clotilde, 
sitting  down  on  a  bench  beside  the 
Gentleman — "  that  is,  me  and  Jake 
Woods  thought  we'd  like  to  know — hoio 
much  you.  consider  yourself  out  of  pocket 
by  this  yer  resignation  of  yours  T 
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Scarcely  hearing  the  speech,  and  more 
concerned  with  the  apparition  itself,  Judge 
Trott  stammered  vaguely,  "  I  have  the 
pleasure  of  addressing  Miss  " 

"If  you  mean  by  that  that  you  think 
you  don't  know  me,  never  saw  me  before, 
and  don't  want  to  see  me  agin,  why,  I 
reckon  that's  the  polite  way  o'  putting  it," 
said  Miss  Montmorency,  with  enforced 
calmness,  scraping  some  dead  leaves 
together  with  the  tip  of  her  parasol  as 
if  she  were  covering  up  her  emotions. 
"  But  I'm  Miss  Montmorency.  I  was 
saying  that  Jake  and  me  thought  that 
— seein'  as  you  stood  by  us  when  them 
hounds  on  the  jury  give  in  their  hellish 
lying  verdict — Jake  and  me  thought  it 
wasn't  the  square  thing  for  you  to  lose 
your  sitiiation  just  for  me.  '  Find  out 
from  the  Judge,'  sez  he,  'jist  what  he 
reckons  he's  lost  by  this  yer  resignation — - 
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putting  it  at  his  own  figgers.'  That's  what 
Jake  said.  Jake's  a  square  man — I  kin 
say  that  of  him,  anyhow." 

"  I  don't  think  I  understand  you,"  said 

Judge  Trott,  simply. 

"  That's  it  !  that's  just  it !"  continued 
Miss  Clotilde,  with  only  half-suppressed 
bitterness.  "  That's  what  I  told  Jake. 
I  sez,  '  The  Judge  won't  understand 
you  nor  me.  He's  that  proud  he  won't 
have  anything  to  say  to  us.  Didn't  he 
meet  me  square  on  the  street  last  Tuesday 
and  never  let  on  that  he  saw  me — never 
even  nodded  when  I  nodded  to  him  ?'  " 

"  My  dear  madam,"  said  Judge  Trott, 
hurriedly,  "  I  assure  you  you  are  mistaken. 
I  did  not  see  you.  Pray  believe  me. 
The  fact  is — I  am  afraid  to  confess  it  even 
to  myself — but  I  find  that,  day  by  day, 
my  eyesight  is  growing  weaker  and 
weaker."    He  stopped  and  sighed.  Miss 
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Montmorency,  glancing  upward  at  his 
face,  saw  it  was  pale  and  agitated.  With 
a  woman's  swift  intuition,  she  believed 
this  weakness  explained  the  otherwise 
gratuitous  effrontery  of  his  incongruous 
eyes,  and  it  was  to  her  a  sufficient 
apology.  It  is  only  the  inexplicable  in 
a  man's  ugliness  that  a  woman  never 
pardons. 

"  Then  ye  really  don't  recognise  me  ?" 
said  Miss  Clotilde,  a  little  softened,  and 
yet  a  little  uneasy. 

"  I — am — afraid — not,"  said  Trott,  with 
an  apologetic  smile. 

Miss  Clotilde  paused.  "  Do  you  mean 
to  say  you  couldn't  see  me  when  I  was  in 
court  during  the  trial 

Judge  Trott  blushed.  "I'm  afraid  I 
saw  only — an — outline." 

"  I  had  on,"  continued  Miss  Clotilde 
rapidly,  "  a  straw  hat  with  magenta  silk 
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lining,  turned  up  so — magenta  ribbons 
tied  here" — (indicating  her  round  throat) 
— "  a  reg'lar  'Frisco  hat — don't  you 
remember  ?" 

"  I — that  is — I  am  afraid  " 

"  And  one  of  them  figgered  silk  '  Dollai 
Vardens,' "  continued  Miss  Clotilde 
anxiously. 

Judge  Trott  smiled  politely,  but 
vaguely.  Miss  Clotilde  saw  that  he 
evidently  had  not  recognised  this  rare  and 
becoming  costume.  She  scattered  the 
leaves  again  and  dug  her  parasol  into  the 
ground. 

"Then,  you  never  saw  me  at  alii" 
"  Never  distinctly." 

"  Ef  it's  a  fair  question  betwixt  you  and 
me,"  she  said  suddenly,  "  what  made  you 
resign  J 

"  I  could  not  remain  Judge  of  a  coui-t 
that  was  obliged  to  record  a  verdict  so 
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unjust  as  that  given  by  the  jury  in  your 
case,"  replied  Judge  Trott,  warmly 

"  Say  that  agin,  old  man,"  said  Miss 
Clotilde,  with  an  admiration  which  half- 
apologized  for  the  'irreverence  of  epithet. 

Judge  Trott  urbanely  repeated  the 
substance  of  his  remark  in  another  form. 

Miss  Montmorency  was  silent  a  moment. 
"  Then,  it  wasn't  me  V  she  said,  finally. 

"I  don't  think  I  catch  your  meaning,'' 
replied  the  Judge,  a  little  awkwardly. 

"  Why — ME.  It  wasn't  on  account  of 
me  you  did  it  ?" 

"  No,"  said  the  Judge,  pleasantly- 

There  was  another  pause.  Miss  Mont- 
morency balanced  her  parasol  on  tlie  tip  of 
her  toe.  "Well,"  she  said  finally,  "this 
isn't  getting  much  information  for  Jake." 

"  For  whom  ?" 

"  Jake." 

"  Oh — your  husband  ?" 
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Miss  Montmorency  clicked  the  snap  of 
her  bracelet  smartly  on  her  wrist  and  said 
sharply,  "  Who  said  he  was  '  my 
husband?' " 

"  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"I  said  Jake  Woods.    He's  a  scj[uare 
man — I  can  say  that  for  him.    He  sez  to 
me,  '  You  kin  tell  the  Judge  that  whatever 
he  chooses  to  take  from  us — it  ain't  no 
bribery  nor  corruption,  nor  nothing  o'  that 
kind.    It's  all  on  the  square.    The  trial's 
over ;  he  isn't  Judge  any  longer ;  he  can't 
do  anything  for  us — he  ain't  expected  to  do 
anything  for  us  but  one  thing.    And  that 
is  to  give  us  the  satisfaction  of  knowing 
that  he  hasn't  lost  anything  by  us — that 
he  hasn't  lost  anything  by  being  a  square 
man  and  acting  on  the  square.'     There  ! 
that's  what  he  said.     I've  said  it !  Of 
course  I  know  wha,t  yoiill  say      I  know 
you'll  get  wrathy.    I   know  you're  mad 
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now !  I  know  you're  too  proud  to  touch 
a  dollar  from  the  like  of  us — if  you  were 
starving.  I  know  you'll  tell  Jake  to  go  to 
hell,  and  me  with  him  !  And  who  the  hell 
cares  ?" 

She  had  worked  herself  up  to  this  passion 
so  suddenly,  so  outrageously  and  incon- 
sistently, that  it  was  not  strange  that  it 
ended  in  an  hysterical  burst  of  equally 
illogical  tears.  She  sank  down  again  on 
the  bench  she  had  gradually  risen  from, 
and  applied  the  backs  of  her  yellow-gloved 
hands  to  her  eyes,  still  holding  the  parasol 
at  a  rlofid  anwle  with  her  fice.  To  her 
infinite  astonishment  Judge  Trott  laid 
one  hand  gently  upon  lier  shoulder  and 
with  the  other  possessed  himself  of  the 
awkward  parasol,  which  he  tactfully  laid 
on  the  bench  beside  her. 

"  You  are  mistaken,  my  dear  young 
lady,"  he  said,  with  a  respectful  gra 
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"  deeply  mistaken,  if  you  think  I  feel  any- 
thing but  kindness  and  gratitude  for  your 
offer— an  offer  so  kind  and  unusual  that 
even  you  yourself  feel  that  I  could  not 
accept  it.  No !  Let  me  believe  that 
in  doing  what  I  thought  was  only  my  duty 
as  a  Judge  I  gained  your  good  will,  and  let 
me  feel  that  in  doing  my  duty  now  as  a 
man  I  shall  still  keep  it." 

Miss  Clotilde  had  lifted  her  face  towards 
his,  as  if  deeply  and  wonderingly  following 
his  earnest  words.  But  she  only  said, 
"Can  you  see  me  in  this  light  ?  At  this 
distance  ?    Put  up  your  glass  and  try." 

Her  face  was  not  far  from  his.  I  have 
forgotten  whether  I  have  said  that  she 
was  a  pretty  woman.  She  had  been  once 
prettier.  But  she  retained  enough  of  her 
good  looks  to  invest  the  "  Wheel  of 
Fortune,"  over  which  she  had  presided, 
with  a  certain  seductive  and  bewildering 
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uncertainty,  which  increased  the  risk  of 
the  players.  It  was,  in  fact,  this  un- 
hallowed combination  of  Beauty  and 
Chance  that  excited  the  ire  of  La  Porte — 
who  deemed  it  unprofessional  and  not  "on 
the  square." 

She  had  fine  eyes.  Possibly  Judge 
Trott  had  never  before  been  so  near  eyes 
that  were  so  fine  and  so — -expressive.  He 
lifted  his  head  with  some  embarrassment 
and  a  blush  on  his  high  cheekbones. 
Then,  partly  from  instinctive  courtesy, 
partly  from  a  desire  to  bring  in  a  third 
party  to  relieve  his  embarrassment,  he 
said — 

"  I  hope  you  will  make  your  friend — 

Mr.  understand  that  I  appreciate  his 

kindness,  even  if  I  can't  accept  it." 

"  Oh,  you  mean  Jake,"  said  the  lady. 
"  Oh,  lies  gone  home  to  the  States.  I'll 
make  it  all  right  with  him  /" 
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There  was  another  embarrassing  pause 
— possibly  over  the  absence  of  Jake.  At 
last  it  was  broken  by  Miss  Montmorency. 
"  You  must  take  care  of  your  eyes,  for  I 
want  you  to  know  me  the  next  time  you 
see  me." 

So  they  parted.  The  Judge  did  recog- 
nise her  on  several  other  occasions.  And 
then  La  Porte  was  stirred  to  its  depths 
in  hillside  and  tunnel  with  a  strange 
rumour.  Judge  Trott  had  married  Miss 
Jane  Thomson,  alias  Miss  Clotilde  Mont- 
morency— in  San  Francisco  !  For  a  few 
hours  a  storm  of  indignation  and  rage 
swept  over  the  town  ;  it  was  believed  to 
have  been  a  deep-laid  plan  and  conspiracy. 
It  was  perfectly  well  understood  that 
Judge  Trott's  resignation  was  the  price  of 
her  hand — and  of  the  small  fortune  she 
was  known  to  be  possessed  of  Of  his 
character  nothing  remained  that  Avas  assail- 
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able.  A  factitious  interest  and  pathos 
was  imported  into  tlie  character  and  condi- 
of  her  last  lover— Jake  Woods — the  victim 
of  the  double  treachery  of  Judge  Trott 
and  Miss  Clotilde.  A  committee  was 
formed  to  write  a  letter  of  sympathy  to 
this  man,  who,  a  few  months  before,  had 
barely  escaped  lynching  at  their  hands. 
The  angry  discussion  was  at  last  broken 
by  the  voice  of  the  first  speaker  in  this 
veracious  narrative.  Captain  Henry  Symes: 
"  Thar's  one  feature  in  this  yer  case  that 
ye  don't  seem  to  know  and  oughter  be  con- 
sidered. The  day  she  married  him  in  San 
Francisco  she  had  just  come  from  the 
doctor's,  who  had  told  her  that  Trott  was 
helplessly  Mind !  Gentlemen,  when  a  gal 
like  that  throws  over  her  whole  life,  her 
whole  perfession,  and  a  square  man  like 
Jake  Woods,  to  marry  a  blind  man  with- 
out a  dollar — just  because  he  once  stood 
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up  for  her — on  'principle,  damn  me  ef  I  see 
any  man  good  enough  to  go  back  on  her 
for  it !  Ef  the  Judge  is  wilhng  to  kinder 
overlook  little  bygone  eccentricities  o'  hers 
for  the  sake  o'  being  cared  for  and  looked 
arter  by  her,  that's  his  look  out !  And 
you'll  excoose  me  if^  arter  my  experience, 
I  reckon  it  ain't  exactly  a  healthy  business 
to  interfere  with  the  domestic  concerns  of 
the  Gentleman  of  La  Porte." 
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CHAPTER  I. 

The  rain  had  only  ceased  with  the  grey- 
streaks  of  morning  at  Blazing  Star,  and  the 
settlement  awoke  to  a  moral  sense  of 
cleanliness,  and  the  finding  of  forgotten 
knives,  tin  cups,  and  smaller  camp  utensils, 
where  the  heavy  showers  had  washed  away 
the  debris  and  dust  heaps  before  the  cabin 
doors.  Indeed,  it  was  recorded  in  Blazing- 
Star  that  a  fortunate  early  riser  had  once 
picked  up  on  the  highway  a  solid  chunk 
of  gold  quartz,  which  the  rain  had  freed 
from  its  encumbering  soil  and  washed 
into  immediate  and  glittering  popularity 
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Possibly  this  may  have  been  the  reason 
why  early  risers  in  that  locality  during  the 
rainy  season  adopted  a  thoughtful  habit  of 
body,  and  seldom  lifted  their  eyes  to  the 
rifted  or  india-ink-washed  skies  above 
them. 

"  Cass"  Beard  had  risen  early  that  morn- 
ing, but  not  with  a  view  to  discovery.  A 
leak  in  his  cabin  roof — quite  consistent 
with  his  careless,  improvident  habits — had 
roused  him  at  4  a.m.  with  a  flooded  "  bunk" 
and  wet  blankets.  The  chips  from  his 
wood  pile  refused  to  kindle  a  fire  to  dry 
his  bedclothes,  and  he  had  recourse  to  a 
more  provident  neighbour's  to  supply  the 
deficiency.  This  was  nearly  opposite, 
Mr.  Cassius  crossed  the  highway,  and 
stopped  suddenly.  Something  glittered  in 
the  nearest  red  pool  before  him.  Gold, 
surely !  But,  wonderful  to  relate,  not  an 
irregular,  shapeless  fragment  of  crude  ore. 
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fresh  from  Nature's  crucible,  but  a  bit  of 
jeweller's  handicraft  in  the  form  of  a  plain 
gold  ring.  Looking  at  it  more  attentively, 
he  saw  that  it  bore  the  inscription,  '  May 
to  Cass.' 

Like  most  of  his  fellow  gold-seekers, 
Cass  was  superstitious.  "  Cass !"  His 
o"\A^n  name  !  He  tried  the  ring  ;  it  fitted 
his  little  finger  closely.  It  was  evidently  a 
woman's  ring.  He  looked  up  and  down 
the  highway.  No  one  was  yet  stirring. 
Little  pools  of  water  in  the  red  road  were 
beginning  to  glitter  and  grow  rosy  from  the 
far-flushing  East,  but  there  was  no  trace 
of  the  owner  of  the  shining  waif  He 
knew  that  there  was  no  woman  in  camp, 
and  among  his  few  comrades  in  the  settle- 
ment he  remembered  to  have  seen  none 
wearing  an  ornament  like  that.  Again, 
the  coincidence  of  the  inscription  to  his 
rather  peculiar  nickname,  would  have  been 

M 


I70       FOUND  AT  BLAZING  STAR. 


a  perennial  source  of  playful  comment  in  a 
camp  that  made  no  allowance  for  senti- 
mental memories.  He  slipped  the  glit- 
tering little  hoop  into  his  pocket,  and 
thoughtfully  returned  to  his  cabin. 

Two  hours  later,  when  the  long,  strag- 
gling procession,  which  every  morning 
wended  its  way  to  Blazing  Star  Gulch — 
the  seat  of  mining  operation  in  the  settle- 
ment— began  to  move,  Cass  saw  fit  to  in- 
terrogate his  fellows.  "  Ye  didn't,  none  on 
ye,  happen  to  drop  anything  round  yer  last 
night  V  he  asked  cautiously. 

"  I  dropped  a  pocket-book  containing 
Government  bonds  and  some  other  secu- 
rities, with  between  fifty  and  sixty  thou- 
sand dollars,"  responded  Peter  Drummond 
carelessly ;  "  but  no  matter :  if  any  man 
wiU  return  a  few  autograph  letters  from 
foreign  potentates  that  happened  to  be  in 
it — of  no  value  to  anybody  but  the  owner— 
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he  can  keep  the  money.  Thar's  nothin' 
mean  about  me,"  he  concluded  languidly. 

This  statement,  bearing  every  evidence 
of  the  grossest  mendacity,  was  lightly 
passed  over,  and  the  men  walked  on  with 
the  deepest  gravity. 

"  But  hev  you  ?"  Cass  presently  asked 
of  another. 

"  I  lost  my  pile  to  Jack  Hamlin  at  draw- 
poker,  over  at  Wingdam  last  night,"  re- 
turned the  other  pensively,  '*  but  I  don't 
calkilate  to  find  it  lying  round  loose.  " 

Forced  at  last  by  this  kind  of  irony  into 
more  detailed  explanation,  Cass  confided 
to  them  his  discovery,  and  produced  his 
treasure.  The  result  was  a  dozen  vague 
surmises — only  one  of  which  seemed  to 
be  popular  and  to  suit  the  dyspeptic 
despondency  of  the  party — a  despondency 
born  of  hastily  masticated  fried  pork  and 
flap -jacks.    The  ring  was  believed  to  have 
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been  dropped  by  some  passing  '  road  agent' 
laden  with  guilty  spoil. 

"Ef  I  was  you,"  said  Drummond, 
gloomily,  "I  wouldn't  flourish  that  yer 
ring  around  much  afore  folks.  I've  seen 
better  men  nor  you  strung  up  a  tree  by 
Vigilantes  for  having  even  less  than  that 
in  their  possession." 

"  And  I  wouldn't  say  much  about  bein' 

up  so  d  d  early  this  morning,"  added 

an  even  more  pessimistic  comrade,  "it 
might  look  bad  before  a  jury" 

With  this  the  men  sadly  dispersed,  leav- 
ing the  innocent  Cass  with  the  ring  in  his 
hand,  and  a  general  impression  on  his  mind 
that  he  was  already  an  object  of  suspicion 
to  his  comrades  an  impression,  it  is  hardly 
necessary  to  say,  tliey  fully  intended 
sliould  be  left  to  rankle  in  his  guileless 
bosom. 

Notwithstanding    Cass's    first  hopeful 
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'superstition,  the  ring  did  not  seem  to  bring 
him  nor  the  camp  any  luck.  Daily  the 
"  clean  up"  brought  the  same  scant  rewards 
to  their  labours,  and  deepened  the  sardonic 
gravity  of  Blazing  Star.  But,  if  Cass 
found  no  material  result  from  his  treasure, 
it  stimulated  his  lazy  imagination,  and, 
albeit  a  dangerous  and  seductive  stimulant, 
at  least  lifted  him  out  of  the  monotonous 
grooves  of  his  half-careless,  half-slovenly, 
but  always  self-contented  camp  life.  Heed- 
ing the  wise  caution  of  his  comrades,  he 
took  the  habit  of  wearing  the  ring  only  at 
night.  Wrapped  in  his  blanket,  he 
stealthily  slipped  the  golden  circlet  over 
his  little  finger,  and,  as  he  averred,  "slept 
all  the  better  for  it."  Whether  it  ever 
evoked  any  warmer  dream  or  vision  during 
those  calm,  cold,  virgin- like  spring  nights, 
when  even  the  moon  and  the  greater  plants 
retreated  into  the  icy-blue,  steel-like  firma- 
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ment,  I  cannot  say.  Enough,  that  his 
superstition  began  to  be  coloured  a  little 
by  fancy,  and  his  fatalism  somewhat  miti- 
gated by  hope.  Dreams  of  this  kind  did 
not  tend  to  promote  his  efficiency  in  the 
communistic  labours  of  the  camp,  and 
brought  him  a  self-isolation  that,  however 
gratifying  at  first,  soon  debarred  him  the 
benefits  of  that  hard  practical  wisdom 
which  underlaid  the  grumbling  of  his 
fellow-workers. 

"I'm  dog-goned,"  said  one  commentator, 
"ef  I  don't  believe  that  Cass  is  looney  over 
that  yer  ring  he  found.  Wears  it  on  a 
string  under  his  shirt." 

jNIeantime,  the  seasons  did  not  wait  the 
discovery  of  the  secret.  The  red  pools  in 
Blazing  Star  highway  were  soon  dried  up 
in  the  fervent  June  sun  and  riotous  night 
winds  of  those  altitudes.  The  ephemeral 
grasses  that  had  quickly  supplanted  these 
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pools  and  the  chocolate-coloured  mud,  were 
quickly  parched  and  withered.  The  foot- 
prints of  spring  became  vague  and  inde- 
finite, and  were  finally  lost  in  the  impal- 
pable dust  of  the  summer  highway. 

In  one  of  his  long,  aimless  excursions, 
Cass  had  penetrated  a  thick  undergrowth 
of  buckeye  and  hazel,  and  found  himself 
quite  unexpectedly  upon  the  high  road  to 
Red  Chiefs  Crossing.  Cass  knew  by  the 
lurid  cloud  of  dust  that  hid  the  distance 
that  the  up- coach  had  passed.  He  had  al- 
ready reached  that  stage  of  superstition 
when  the  most  trivial  occurrence  seemed  to 
point  in  some  way  to  an  elucidation  of  the 
mystery  of  his  treasure.  His  eyes  had 
mechanically  fallen  to  the  ground  again,  as 
if  he  half  expected  to  find  in  some  other 
waif  a  hint  or  corroboration  of  his  imagin- 
ings. Thus  abstracted,  the  figure  of  a  young 
girl  on  horseback,  in  the  road  directly 
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before  the  bushes  he  emerged  from,  appeared 
to  have  sprung  directly  from  the  ground. 

"Oh,  come  here,  please  do;  quick!" 

Cass  stared,  and  then  moved  hesitatingly 
towards  her, 

I  heard  some  one  coming  through  the 
bushes  and  I  waited,"  she  went  on.  "  Come 
quick.  It's  something  too  awful  for  any- 
thing." 

In  spite  of  this  appalling  introduction, 
Cass  could  not  but  notice  that  the  voice 
although  hurried  and  excited,  was  by  no 
means  agitated  or  frightened,  that  the  eyes 
which  looked  into  his  sparkled  with  a  cer- 
tain kind  of  pleased  curiosity. 

"  It  was  just  here,"  she  went  on  viva- 
ciously, "just  here  that  I  went  into  the 
bush  to  cut  a  switch  for  my  horse — and — " 
leading  him  along  at  a  brisk  trot  by  her 
side — "just  here,  look,  see  !  this  is  what  I 
found." 


FOUND  AT  BLAZING  STAR.  177 


It  was  scarcely  thirty  feet  from  the  road. 
The  only  object  that  met  Cass's  eye  was  a 
man's  stiff,  tall  hat  lying,  emptily  and 
vacantly  in  the  grass.  It  was  new,  shiny, 
and  of  modish  shape.  But  it  was  so  incon- 
gruous, so  perkily  smart,  and  yet  so  feeble 
and  helpless,  lying  there  ,  so  ghastly  ludi- 
crous in  its  very  inappropriateness  and 
incapacity  to  adjust  itself  to  the  surround- 
ing landscape,  that  it  affected  him  with 
something  more  than  a  sense  of  its  gro- 
tesqueness,  and  he  could  only  stare  at  it 
blankly. 

"But  you're  not  looking  the  right  way," 
the  girl  went  on  sharply  ;  "  look  there  !" 

Cass  followed  the  direction  of  her  whip. 
At  last,  what  might  have  seemed  a  coat 
thrown  carelessly  on  the  ground  met  his 
eye,  but  presently  he  became  aware  of  a 
white,  rigid,  aimlessly  clenched  hand  pro- 
truding from  the  flaccid  sleeve  ;  mingled 
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with  it  in  some  absurd  way,  and  half 
hidden  by  the  grass,  lay  what  might  have 
been  a  pair  of  cast- off  trousers  but  for  two 
rigid  boots  that  pointed  in  opposite  angles 
to  the  sky  It  was  a  dead  man.  So 
palpably  dead  that  life  seemed  to  have 
taken  flight  from  his  very  clothes.  So 
impotent,  feeble,  and  degraded  by  them 
that  the  naked  subject  of  a  dissecting- 
table  would  have  been  less  insulting  to 
humanity.  The  head  had  fallen  back  and 
was  partly  hidden  in  a  gopher  burrow,  but 
the  white,  upturned  face  and  closed  eyes 
had  less  of  helpless  death  in  them  than 
those  wretched  enwrappings.  Indeed,  one 
limp  hand  that  lay  across  the  swollen 
abdomen  lent  itself  to  the  grotesquely 
hideous  suggestion  of  a  gentleman  sleeping 
off  the  excesses  of  a  hearty  dinner. 

Ain't  he  horrid?"  continued  the  girl; 
"but  what  killed  him?" 
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Struggling  between  a  certain  fascination 
at  the  girl's  cold-blooded  curiosity,  and 
horror  of  the  murdered  man,  Cass,  hesitat- 
ingly lifted  the  helpless  head.  A  bluish 
hole  above  the  right  temple  and  a  few 
brown  paint-like  spots  on  the  forehead, 
shirt  collar,  and  matted  hair  proved  the 
only  record, 

"  Turn  him  over  again,"  said  the  girl  im- 
patiently, as  Cass  was  about  to  relinquish 
his  burden.  "  Maybe  you'll  find  another 
wound." 

But  Cass  was  dimly  remembering  certain 
formalities  that  in  older  civilizations  attend 
the  discovery  of  dead  bodies,  and  postponed 
a  present  inquest. 

"  Perhaps  you'd  better  ride  on,  Miss, 
afore  you  get  summoned  as  a  witness.  I'll 
give  warning  at  Red  Chief's  Crossing,  and 
send  the  coroner  down  here." 

"  Let    me    go  with    you,"    she  said 
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earnestly;  "it  would  be  such  fan.  I  don't 
mind  being  a  witness.  Or,"  she  added, 
without  heeding  Cass's  look  of  astonish- 
ment,   I'll  wait  here  till  you  come  back." 

"But  you  see,  Miss,  it  wouldn't  seem 
right  "  began  Cass. 

"  But  I  found  him  first,"  interrupted  the 
girl,  with  a  pout. 

!  Staggered  by  this  pre-emptive  right, 
sacred  to  all  miners,  Cass  stopped. 

"  Who  is  the  coroner  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Joe  Hornsby  " 

"The  tall,  lame  man,  who  was  half-eaten 
by  a  grizzly  ? " 
"  Yes." 

"  Well,  look  now  !  I'll  ride  on  and  bring 
him  back  in  half  an  hour.    There  !" 
"  But,  Miss  !" 

"  Oh,  don't  mind  me.  I  never  saw  any- 
thing of  this  kind  before,  and  I  want  to 
see  it  all." 
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"  Do  you  know  Hornsby  ?"  asked  Cass, 
unconsciously  a  trifle  irritated. 

"No,  but  I'll  bring  him."  She  wheeled 
her  horse  into  the  road. 

In  the  presence  of  this  living  energy  Cass 
quite  forgot  the  helpless  dead.  "  Have  you 
been  long  in  these  parts,  Miss  T  he  asked. 

"  About  two  weeks,"  she  answered 
shortly.  "  Good-bye,  just  now.  Look 
around  for  the  pistol  or  anything  else  you 
can  find,  although  /  have  been  over  the 
whole  ground  twice  already." 

A  little  puff  of  dust  as  the  horse  sprang 
into  the  road,  a  muffled  shuffle,  struggle, 
then  the  regular  beat  of  hoofs,  and — she 
was  gone. 

After  five  minutes  had  passed,  Cass 
regretted  that  he  had  not  accompanied  her ; 
waiting  in  such  a  spot  was  an  irksome  task. 
Not  that  there  was  anything  in  the  scene 
itself  to  awaken  gloomy  imagiuings ;  the 
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bright  truthful  Cahfornian  sunshine  scoffed 
at  any  illusion  of  creeping  shadows  or 
waving  branches.  Once  in  the  rising  w^ind, 
the  empty  hat  rolled  over — but  only  in  a 
ludicrous,  drunken  way  A  search  for  any 
further  sign  or  token  had  proved  futile, 
and  Cass  grew  impatient.  He  began  to 
hate  himself  for  having  stayed  ;  he  would 
have  fled,  but  for  shame.  Nor  was  his 
good  humour  restored  when  at  the  close  of 
a  weary  half-hour  two  galloping  figures 
emerged  from  the  dusty  horizon — Hornsby 
and  the  young  girl. 

His.  vague  annoyance  increased  as  he 
fancied  that  both  seemed  to  ignore  him, 
the  coroner  barely  acknowledging  his 
presence  with  a  nod.  Assisted  by  the 
young  girl,  whose  energy  and  enthusiasm 
evidently  delighted  him,  Hornsby  raised 
the  body  for  a  more  careful  examination. 
The   dead  man's  pockets  were  carefully 
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searched.  A  few  coins,  a  silver  pencil, 
knife,  and  tobacco-box  were  all  they  found. 
It  gave  no  clue  to  his  identity.  Sud- 
denly the  young  girl — who  had,  with 
unabashed  curiosity  knelt  beside  the  ex- 
ploring official  hands  of  Eed  Chief — 
uttered  a  cry  of  gratification. 

"Here's  something!  It  dropped  from 
the  bosom  of  his  shirt  on  the  ground. 
Look  !" 

She  was  holding  in  the  air,  between 
her  thumb  and  forefinger,  a  folded  bit  ol 
well-worn  newspaper.    Her  eyes  sparkled. 

"  Shall  I  open  it  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Yes." 

"It's  a  little  ring,"  she  said;  "looks 
like  an  engagement  ring.  Something  is 
written  on  it.    Look  I  '  May  to  Cass.'  " 

Cass  darted  forward.  "It's  mine,"  he 
stammered,  "  mine !  I  dropped  it.  It's 
nothing — nothing,"  he  went   on  after  a 
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pause,  embarrassed  and  blushing  as  the 
girl  and  her  companion  both  stared  at 
him — "  a  mere  trifle.    I'll  take  it." 

But  the  coroner  opposed  his  outstretched 
hand.  "Not  much,"  he  said  signifi- 
cantlj. 

"But  it's  mine!'"  continued  Cass,  in- 
dignation taking  the  place  of  shame  at 
his  discovered  secret.  "  I  found  it  six 
months  ago  in  the  road.    I— picked  it  up." 

"  With  jour  name  already  written  on 
it !  How  handy  I"  said  the  coroner 
grimly 

"  It's  an  old  story,"  said  Cass,  bkish- 
ino-  ao-ain  under  the  half-mischievous,  half- 
searching  eyes  of  tlie  girl,  "  All  Blazing- 
Star  knows  I  found  it." 

"  Then  ye'll  have  no  difficulty  in  provin' 
it,"  said  Hornsby  coolly.  "Just  now, 
however,  weve  found  it,  and  we  propose 
to  keep  it  for  the  inquest." 
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Cass  shrugged  his  shoulders.  Further 
altercation  would  have  only  heightened 
his  ludicrous  situation  in  the  girl's  eyes. 
He  turned  away,  leaving  his  treasure  in 
the  coroner's  hands. 

The  inquest,  a  day  or  two  later,  was 
prompt  and  final.  No  clue  to  the  dead 
man's  identity ;  no  evidence  sufficiently 
strong  to  prove  murder  or  suicide ;  no 
trace  of  any  kind,  inculpating  any  party 
known  or  unknown,  were  found.  But 
much  publicity  and  interest  was  given  to 
the  proceedings  by  the  presence  of  the 
principal  witness,  a  handsome  girl.  "  To 
the  pluck,  persistency,  and  intellect  of 
Miss  Porter,"  said  the  Red  Chief  Recorder, 
"Tuolumne  County  owes  the  discovery 
of  the  body.  No  one  who  was  present 
at  the  inquest  failed  to  be  charmed  with 
the  appearance  and  conduct  of  this  beau- 
tiful young  lady.    Miss  Porter  has  but 
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lately  arrived  in  this  district,  in  which, 
it  is  hoped,  she  will  become  an  honoured 
resident,  and  continue  to  set  an  example 
to  all  lackadaisical  and  sentimental  mem- 
bers of  the  so-called  'sterner  sex.'  "  After 
this  universally  recognized  allusion  to 
Cass  Beai-d,  the  Becorder  returned  to  its 
record.  "Some  interest  was  excited  by 
what  appeared  to  be  a  clue  to  the  mystery, 
in  the  discovery  of  a  small  gold  engage- 
ment ring  on  the  body.  Evidence  was 
afterwards  offered  to  show  it  was  the 
property  of  a  Mr.  Cass  Beard  of  Blazing 
Star,  who  appeared  upon  the  scene  after 
the  discovery  of  the  corpse  by  Miss 
Porter.  He  alleged  he  had  dropped  it 
in  lifting  the  unfortunate  i-emains  of  the 
deceased.  Much  amusement  was  created 
in  Court  by  the  sentimental  confusion  of 
the  claimant,  and  a  certain  partisan  spirit 
shown   by  his  fellow-miners  of  Blazing 
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Star.  It  appearing,  however,  by  the  ad- 
mission of  this  sighing  Strephon  of  the 
Foot  Hills,  that  he  had  himself  found 
this  pledge  of  affection,  lying  in  the  high- 
way, six  months  previous,  the  coroner 
wisely  placed  it  in  the  safe  keeping  of 
the  County  Court,  until  the  appearance 
of  the  rightful  owner." 

Thus  on  the  13th  of  September,  186-, 
the  treasure  found  at  Blazing  Star  passed 
out  of  the  hands  of  its  finder. 

'k-  'k-  ^ 

Autumn  brought  an  abrupt  explanation 
of  the  mystery  Kanaka  Joe  had  been 
arrested  for  horse-stealing,  but  had  with 
noble  candour  confessed  to  the  finer  offence 
of  manslaughter.  That  swift  and  sure 
justice  which  overtook  the  horse-stealer 
in  these  altitudes  was  stayed  a  moment 
and  hesitated,  for  the  victim  was  clearly 
the  mysterious  unknown      Curiosity  got 
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the  better  of  an  extempore  judge  and 
jury. 

"  It  was  a  fair  fight,"  said  the  accused, 
not  without  some  human  vanity,  feehng 
that   the    camp   hung  upon  his  words, 
"  and  was  settled   by  the  man  az  was 
peartest  and  hveliest  with   his  weapon. 
We  had  a  sort  of  unpleasantness  over 
at  Lagrange  the  night  afore,  along  of  our 
both   hevin'   a   monotony  of  four  aces. 
We  had  a  clinch  and  a  stamp  around, 
and  when  we  was  separated  it  was  only 
a  question  of  shootin'  on  sight.    He  left 
Lagrange  at  sun-up  the   next  morning, 
and  I  struck  across  a  bit  o'  buckeye  and 
underbrush   and    came   upon   him,  acci- 
dental like,  on  the  Red  Chief  Pioad.  I 
drawed  when  I  sighted  him  and  called 
out.     He   slipped    from   his    mare  and 
covered  himself  with  her  flanks,  reaching 
for  his  holster,  but  she  rared  and  backed 
down  on  him  across  the  road  and  into 
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the  grass,  where  I  got  in  another  shot 
and  fetched  him." 

"  And  you  stole  his  mare  ?"  suggested 
the  judge. 

"  I  got  away,"  said  the  gambler  simply. 

Further  questioning  only  elicited  the 
facts  that  Joe  did  not  know  the  name 
or  condition  of  his  victim.  He  was  a 
stranger  in  Lagrange. 

It  was  a  breezy  afternoon,  with  some 
turbulency  in  the  camp  and  much  windy 
discussion  over  this  unwonted  delay  of 
justice.  The  suggestion  that  Joe  should 
be  first  hanged  for  horse-stealing  and 
then  tried  for  murder  was  angrily 
discussed,  but  milder  counsels  were 
offered — that  the  fact  of  the  killing 
should  be  admitted  only  as  proof  of  the 
theft.  A  large  party  from  Red  Chief  had 
come  over  to  assist  in  judgment,  among 
them  the  coroner. 

Cass  Beard  had  avoided   these  pro- 


19 3        FOUND  AT  BLAZING  STAR. 

ceedings,  which  only  recalled  an  un- 
pleasant experience,  and  was  wandering 
with  pick,  pan,  and  mallet  far  from 
the  camp.  These  accoutrements,  as  I 
have  before  intimated,  justified  any  form 
of  aimless  idleness  under  the  equally 
aimless  title  of  "prospecting."  He  had, 
at  the  end  of  three  hours'  relaxation 
reached  the  highway  to  Hed  Chief,  half 
hidden  by  blinding  clouds  of  dust  torn 
from  the  crumbling  red  road  at  every 
gust  ^\'hich  swept  down  the  mountain 
side.  The  Rpr»t  had  a  familiar  aspect  to 
Cass,  although  some  freshly-dug  holes 
near  the  ^\■;1yside,  with  scattered  earth 
beside  them,  showed  the  presence  of  it 
recent  prospector.  He  was  struggling 
with  his  memory,  when  the  dust  was 
suddenly  dispersed  and  he  found  himself 
again  at  the  scene  of  the  murder.  He 
started  ;  he  had  not  put  foot  on  the  road 
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since  the  inquest.  There  lacked  only  the 
helpless  dead  man  and  the  contrasting 
figure  of  the  alert  young  woman  to  restore 
the  picture.  The  body  was  gone,  it  was 
true ;  but  as  he  turned  he  beheld  Miss 
Porter,  a  few  paces  distant,  sitting  her 
horse  as  energetic  and  observant  as  on 
tlie  first  morning  they  had  met.  A 
superstitious  thrill  passed  over  him  and 
awoke  his  old  antagonism. 

She  nodded  to  him  slightly.  "I  came 
here  to  refresh  my  memory,"  she  said, 
"as  Mr.  Hornsby  thought  I  might  be 
asked  to  give  my  evidence  again  at  Blazing 
Star." 

Cass  carelessly  struck  an  aimless  blow 
with  his  pick  against  the  sod,  and  did  not 
reply. 

"  And  you  T  she  queried. 
"  J  stumbled  upon  the  place  just  now 
while  prospecting,  or  I  shuuldi/t  be  here." 
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"  Then,  it  was  you  made  these  holes 

"  No,"  said  Cass,  with  ill-concealed 
disgust.  "  Nobody  but  a  stranger  would 
go  foolin'  round  such  a  spot." 

He  stopped,  as  the  rude  significance  of 
his  speech  struck  him,  and  added  surlily, 
"I  mean — no  one  would  dig  here." 

The  girl  laughed  and  showed  a  set  of 
very  white  teeth  in  her  square  jaw  Cass 
averted  his  face. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  every  miner 
doesn't  know  that  its  lucky  to  dig  where- 
ever  human  blood  has  been  spilt  ?" 

Cass  felt  a  return  of  his  superstition, 
but  he  did  not  look  up.  "  I  never  heard 
it  before,"  he  said  severely. 

"  And  you  call  yourself  a  California 
mnier  { 

"I  do." 

It  was  impossible  for  Miss  Porter  to 
misunderstand  his  cui't   speech    and  un- 


FOUND  AT  BLAZING  STAR.  193 


social  manner.  She  stared  at  him  and 
coloured  slightly.  Lifting  her  reins 
lightly,  she  said,  "  You  certainly  do  not 
seem  like  most  of  the  miners  I  have 
met  ?" 

"  Nor  you  like  any  girl  from  the  East 
I  ever  met,"  he  responded. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  she  asked, 
checking  her  horse. 

"What  I  say,"  he  answered  doggedly. 
Reasonable  as  this  reply  was,  it  imme- 
diately struck  him  that  it  was  scarcely 
dignified  or  manly.  But  before  he  could 
explain  himself  Miss  Porter  was  gone. 

He  met  her  again  that  very  evening. 
The  trial  had  been  summarily  suspended 
by  the  appearance  of  the  Sheriff  of 
Calaveras  and  his  posse,  who  took  Joe 
from  that  self-constituted  tribunal  of 
Blazing  Star  and  set  his  face  southward 
and  towards  authoritative  although  more 
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cautious  justice.  But  not  before  the 
evidence  of  the  previous  inquest  had  been 
read,  and  the  incident  of  the  ring  again 
delivered  to  the  pubhc.  It  is  said  the 
prisoner  burst  into  an  incredulous  laugh 
and  asked  to  see  this  mysterious  waif 
It  was  handed  to  him.  Standing  in  the 
very  shadow  of  the  gallows  tree — which 
might  have  been  one  of  the  pines  that 
sheltered  the  billiard-room  in  which  the 
Viailance  Committee  held  their  conclave 
— the  prisoner  gave  way  to  a  burst  of 
merriment,  so  genuine  and  honest  that 
the  judge  and  jury  joined  in  automatic 
sympathy  AVhen  silence  was  restored  an 
explanation  was  asked  by  the  judge.  But 
there  was  no  response  from  the  prisoner 
except  a  subdued  chuckle. 

"  Did  this  i-ino"  belono-  to  you  ?"  asked 
the  judge  severely  ;  the  jury  and  spectators 
craning    their    eors     forward    with  aia 
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expectant  smile  already  on  their  faces. 
But  the  prisoner's  eyes  only  sparkled  mali- 
ciously as  he  looked  around  the  court. 

"  Tell  us,  Joe,"  said  a  sympathetic  and 
laughter-loving  juror  under  his  breath; 
"  let  it  out,  and  we'll  make  it  easy  for  you." 

"Prisoner,"  said  the  judge,  with  a 
return  of  official  dignity,  "  remember  that 
your  life  is  in  peril.    Do  you  refuse  ?'' 

Joe  lazily  laid  his  arm  on  the  back  of  his 
chair  with  (to  quote  the  words  of  an  ani- 
mated observer)  "  the  air  of  having  a  Chris- 
tian hope  and  a  sequence  flush  in  his  hand," 
and  said,  "  Well,  as  I  reckon  I'm  not  up 
yer  for  stealin'  a  ring  that  another  man  lets 
on  to  have  found,  and  as  fur  as  I  kin  see 
hez  nothin'  to  do  with  the  case,  I  do  /" 
And  as  it  was  here  that  the  Sheriff  of 
Calaveras  made  a  precipitate  entry  into  the 
room,  the  mystery  remained  unsolved. 

The  effect  of  this  freshly-imported  ridicule 
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on  the  sensitive  mind  of  Cass  might  have 
been  foretold  by  Blazing  Star  had  it  ever 
taken  that  sensitiveness  into  consideration. 
He  had  lost  the  good-humour  and  easy 
pliability  which  had  tempted  him  to  frank- 
ness, and  he  had  gradually  become  bitter 
and  hard.  He  had  at  first  afiected  amuse- 
ment over  his  own  vanished  day-dream — 
hiding  his  virgin  disappointment  in  his 
own  breast — but  when  he  began  to  turn 
upon  his  feelings,  he  turned  upon  his  com- 
rades also.  Cass  was  for  a  while  unpopular. 
There  is  no  ingratitude  so  revoltinp'  to  the 
human  mind  as  that  of  the  butt  who  re- 
fuses to  be  one  any  longer.  The  man  who 
rejects  that  immunity  which  laughter  gene- 
rally casts  upi»n  him,  and  demands  to  be 
seriously  considered,  deserves  no  mei'cy. 

It  was  under  these  hard  conditions  that 
Cass  Beard,  convicted  of  overt  senti- 
mentalism    aggravated    by  inconsistency, 
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stepped  into  the  Red  Chief  Coach  that 
evening.  It  was  his  habit  usually  to  ride 
with  the  driver,  but  the  presence  of 
Hornsby  and  Miss  Porter  on  the  box-seat 
changed  his  intention.  Yet^  he  had  the 
satisfaction  of  seeing  that  neither  had 
noticed  him ;  and  as  there  was  no  other 
passenger  inside,  he  stretched  himself  on 
the  cushion  of  the  back  seat  and  gave  way 
to  moody  reflections.  He  quite  deter- 
mined to  leave  Blazing  Star,  to  settle 
himself  seriously  to  the  task  of  money - 
getting,  and  to  return  to  his  comrades, 
some  day,  a  sarcastic,  cynical,  successful 
man,  and  so  overwhelm  them  with  con- 
fusion. For  poor  Cass  had  not  yet  reached 
that  superiority  of  knowing  that  success 
would  depend  upon  his  ability  to  forego 
his  past.  Indeed,  part  of  his  boyhood  had 
been  cast  among  these  men,  and  he  was 
not  old  enough  to  have  learnt  that  success 
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was  not  to  be  gauged  by  their  standard. 
The  moon  lit  up  the  dark  interior  of  the 
coach  with  a  faint  poetic  light.  The  lazy 
swinging  of  the  vehicle  that  was  bearing 
him  away— albeit  only  for  a  night  and  a 
day — the  solitude,  the  glimpses  from  the 
window  of  great  distances  full  of  vague 
possibilities,  made  the  abused  ring  potent 
as  that  of  Gyges.  He  dreamed  with  his 
eyes  open.  From  an  Alnaschar  vision  he 
suddenly  awoke.  The  coach  had  stopped. 
The  voices  of  men — one  in  entreaty,  one  in 
expostulation — came  from  the  box,  Cass 
mechanically  put  his  hand  to  his  pistol 
pocket, 

"  Thank  you,  but  I  insist  upon  getting 
down," 

It  was  Miss  Porter's  voice.  This  was 
followed  by  a  rapid,  half-restrained  inter- 
change of  words  between  Hornsby  and  the 
driver.    Then  the  latter  said  gruffly  : 
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"  If  the  lady  wants  to  ride  inside,  let 
her." 

Miss   Porter  fluttered  to  the  ground. 
She  was  followed  by  Hornsby      "  Just 
a    minit,    Miss,"    he   expostulated,  half 
shamedly,  half  brusquely,  "  ye  don't  on- 
derstand  me.    I  only  " 

But  Miss  Porter  had  jumped  into  the 
coach. 

Hornsby  placed  his  hand  on  the  handle 
of  the  door.  Miss  Porter  grasped  it  firmly 
from  the  inside.  There  was  a  slight 
struggle. 

All  of  which  was  part  of  a  dream  to 
the  boyish  Cass.  But  he  awoke  from  it — 
a  man  !  "  Do  you,"  he  asked,  in  a  voice 
he  scarcely  recognized  himself, — "do  you 
want  this  man  inside  ?" 

"  No !" 

Cass  caught  at  Hornsby's  wrist  like  a 
young  tiger.    But  alas !  what  availed  in- 
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stinctive  chivalry  against  main  strength. 
He  only  succeeded  in  forcing  the  door 
open  in  spite  of  Miss  Porter's  superior 
strategy — and,  I  fear  I  must  add,  muscle 
also — and  threw  himself  passionately  at 
Hornsby's  throat,  where  he  hung  on  and 
calmly  awaited  dissolution.  But  he  had, 
in  the  onset,  driven  Hornsby  out  into 
the  road  and  the  moonlight. 

"Here!  Somebody  take  my  lines." 
The  ^'oice  was  "  Mountain  Charley's" — 
the  driver.  The  figure  that  jumped  from 
t])e  box  and  separated  the  struggling  men 
belonged  to  this  singularly  direct  person. 

"You're  riding  inside?"  said  Charley 
interrogatively,  to  Cass.  Before  he  could 
I'eply  Miss  Porter's  voice  came  from  the 
window. 

"  He  is  !" 

Charley  promptly  bundled  Cass  into  the 
coach. 
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"  And  you  T'  to  Hornsby  ;  "  onless 
you're  kalkil^tin'  to  take  a  little  'pasear,' 
you're  booked  outside.    Get  up." 

It  is  probable  tkat  Charley  assisted  Mr. 
Hornsby  as  promptly  to  his  seat,  for  the 
next  moment  the  coach  was  rolling  on. 

Meanwhile  Cass,  by  reason  of  his  forced 
entry,  had  been  deposited  in  Miss  Porter's 
lap,  w^hence,  freeing  himself,  he  had 
attempted  to  climb  over  the  middle  seat, 
but  in  the  starting  of  the  coach  was 
again  thrown  heavily  against  her  hat 
and  shoulder ;  all  of  which  was  incon- 
sistent with  the  attitude  of  dignified 
reserve  he  had  intended  to  display.  Miss 
Porter,  meanwhile,  recovered  her  good 
humour. 

"  What  a  brute  he  was,  ugh  I"  she  said, 
re-tying  the  ribbons  of  her  bonnet  under 
her  square  chin,  and  smoothing  out  her 
linen  duster. 

y 
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Cass  tried  to  look  as  if  he  had  forgotten 
the  whole  affair.  "  Who  ?  oh,  yes  !  I  see  !" 
he  responded  absently. 

"  I  suppose  I  ought  to  thank  you,"  she 
^Yent  on  with  a  smile,  "  but  you  know, 
really,  I  could  have  kept  him  out  if  you 
hadn't  pulled  his  wrist  from  outside.  I'll 
show  you.  Look  !  Put  your  hand  on  the 
handle  there !  Now,  I'll  hold  the  lock 
inside  firmly.  You  see,  you  can't  turn  the 
catch  !" 

She  indeed  held  the  lock  fast.    It  was 
a  firm  hand,  yet  soft — their  fingers  had 
touched    over    the    handle — and  looked 
A\'liite  in  the   moonlight.     He  made  no 
re])ly,  but  sank  back  again  in  his  seat  with 
a  singular  sensation  in  the  fingers  that  had 
touched  hers.     He  was  in  the  shadow, 
and,  without  being  seen,  could  abandon 
his   reserve  and  glance  at  her  face.  It 
struck    him    that  he   had   never  really 
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seen  her  before.  She  was  not  so  tall  as 
she  had  appeared  to  be.  Her  eyes  were 
not  large,  but  her  pupils  were  black, 
moist,  velvety,  and  so  convex  as  to  seem 
embossed  on  the  white.  She  had  an  indis- 
tinctive nose,  a  rather  colourless  face — 
whiter  at  the  angles  of  the  mouth  and  nose 
through  the  relief  of  tiny  freckles  like 
grains  of  pepper.  Her  mouth  was 
straight,  dark  red,  but  moist  as  her  eyes. 
She  had  drawn  herself  into  the  corner  of 
the  back  seat,  her  wrist  put  through  and 
hanging  over  the  swinging  strap,  the  easy 
lines  of  her  plump  figure  swaying  from 
side  to  side  with  the  motion  of  the  coach. 
Finally,  forgetful  of  any  presence  in  the 
dark  corner  opposite,  she  threw  her  head  a 
little  further  back,  slipped  a  trifle  lower, 
and,  placing  two  well-booted  feet  upon  the 
middle  seat,  completed  a  charming  and 
wholesome  picture. 

O  2 
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Five  minutes  elapsed.  She  was  looking 
straight  at  the  moon.  Cass  Beard  felt  his 
dignified  reserve  becoming  very  much  like 
awkwardness.  He  ought  to  be  coldly 
polite. 

"  1  hope  you're  not  flustered,  Miss,  by 
the— by  the  "  he  began. 

"  I  ?"  She  straightened  herself  up  in 
the  seat,  cast  a  curious  glance  into  the 
dark  corner,  and  then  letting  herself  down 
again  said,  "  Oh,  dear,  no  !" 

Another  five  minutes  elapsed.  She  had 
evidently  forgotten  him.  She  might  at 
least  have  been  civil.  He  took  refuge 
again  in  his  reserve.  But  it  was  now 
mixed  with  a  certain  pique. 

Yet,  how  mvich  softer  her  face  looked  in 
the  moonlight !  Even  her  square  jaw  had 
lost  that  hard,  matter-of-fact,  practical  in- 
dication which  was  so  distasteful  to  him, 
and  always  had  suggested  a  harsh  criticism 
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of  his  weakness.  How  moist  her  eyes 
were — actually  shining  in  the  light !  How 
that  light  seemed  to  concentrate  in  the 
corner  of  the  lashes,  and  then  shpped — a 
flash — away.  Was  she  ? — yes,  she  was 
crying. 

Cass  melted.  He  moved.  Miss  Porter 
put  her  head  out  of  the  window  and  drew 
it  back  in  a  moment,  dry- eyed. 

"  One  mests  all  sorts  of  folks  travelling," 
said  Cass,  with  what  he  wished  to  make 
appear  a  cheerful  philosophy. 

"  I  dare  say.  I  don't  know.  I  never 
before  met  any  one  who  was  rude  to  me. 
I  have  travelled  all  over  the  country  alone, 
and  with  all  kinds  of  people,  ever  since  I 
was  so  high.  I  have  always  gone  my  own 
way — without  hindrance  or  trouble.  I 
always  do.  I  don't  see  why  I  shouldn't. 
Perhaps  other  people  mayn't  like  it.  I  do. 
I  like  excitement.    I  like  to  see  all  that 
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there  is  to  see.  Because  I'm  a  girl,  I 
don't  see  why  I  cannot  go  out  without  a 
keeper,  or  why  I  cannot  do  what  any  man 
can  do  that  isn't  wrong  ;  do  you  ?  Per- 
haps you  Hke  a  girl  to  be  always  in  the 
house  dawdling,  or  thumping  a  piano,  or 
reading  novels.  Perhaps  you  think  I'm 
bold  because  I  don't  like  it,  and  won't  lie 
and  say  I  do." 

She  spoke  sharply  and  aggressively,  and 
so  evidently  in  answer  to  Cass's  unspoken 
indictment  against  her,  that  he  was  not 
surprised  when  she  became  more  direct. 

"  You  know  you  were  shocked  when  I 
went  to  fetch  that  Hornsby,  the  coroner, 
after  we  found  the  dead  body." 

"  Hornsby  wasn't  shocked,"  said  C 
little  viciously. 

"What  do  you  mean  ?"  she  said  abruptly- 

"  You  were  good  friends  enough, 
until  " 
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"  Until  he  insulted  me  just  now,  is  that 
it  T 

"  Until  he  thought,"  stammered  Cass, 
"  that  because  you  were — you  know — not 
so — so — so  careful  as  other  girls,  he  could 
be  a  little  freer." 

"And  so,  because  I  preferred  to  ride  a 
mile  with  him  to  see  somethmg  real  that 
had  happened,  and  tried  to  be  useful  instead 
of  looking  in  shop  windows  in  Main  Street, 
or  promenading  before  the  hotel  " 

"  And  being  ornamental  "  inter- 
rupted Cass.  But  this  feeble  and  un- 
Cass-like  attempt  at  playful  gallantry  met 
with  a  sudden  check. 

Miss  Porter  drew  herself  together,  and 
looked  out  of  the  window.  "  Do  you  wish 
me  to  walk  the  rest  of  the  way  home  V 

"  No,"  said  Cass  hurriedly,  with  a 
crimson  face,  and  a  sense  of  gratuitous 
rudeness. 
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"  Then  stop  that  kind  of  talk,  right  there!" 

There  was  an  awkward  silence.  "  I 
wish  I  was  a  man,"  she  said  half-bitterly, 
half-earnestlv      Cass  Beard  was  not  old 

•J 

and  cynical  enough  to  observe  that  this 
devout  aspiration  is  usually  uttered  by 
those  who  have  least  reason  to  deplore 
their  own  femininity ;  and,  but  for  the 
rebuff  he  had  just  received,  would  have 
made  the  usual  emphatic  dissent  of  our  sex 
when  the  wish  is  uttered  by  warm  red  lips 
and  tender  voices — a  dissent,  it  may  be 
remarked,  genei-ally  withheld,  however, 
when  the  masculine  spinster  dwells  on  the 
perfection  of  woman.  I  dare  say  Miss 
Porter  was  sincere,  for  a  moment  latei"  she 
continued  poutingly 

"And  yet,  I  used  to  go  to  fires  in 
Sacramento  when  I  was  only  ten  years 
old.  I  saw  the  theatre  burnt  down.  No- 
body found  fault  with  me  then," 
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Something  made  Cass  ask  if  her  father 
and  mother  objected  to  her  boyish  tastes. 
The  reply  was  characteristic  if  not  satis- 
factory : 

"  Object  ?  I'd  hke  to  see  them  do  it !" 

The  direction  of  the  road  had  changed. 
The  fickle  moon  now  abandoned  Miss 
Porter  and  sought  out  Cass  on  the  front 
seat.  It  caressed  the  young  fellow's  silky 
moustache  and  long  eyelashes,  and  took 
some  of  the  sunburn  from  his  cheek. 

"  What's  the  matter  with  your  neck  ?" 
said  the  girl  suddenly. 

Cass  looked  down,  blushing  to  find  that 
the  collar  of  his  smart  "duck"  sailor  shirt 
was  torn  open.  But  something  more  than 
his  white,  soft,  girlish  skin  was  exposed; 
the  shirt  front  was  dyed  quite  red  with 
blood  from  a  sliglit  cut  on  the  shoulder. 
He  remembered  to  have  felt  a  scratch 
while  struggling  with  Hornsby 
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The  girl's  soft  eyes  sparkled.  "  Let 
me"  she  said  vivaciously ;  "  do  !  I'm  good 
at  wounds.  Come  over  here.  No — stay 
there.    I'll  come  over  to  you." 

She  did,  bestriding  the  back  of  the 
middle  seat  and  dropping  at  his  side.  The 
magnetic  fingers  again  touched  his ;  he 
felt  hei'  warm  breath  on  his  neck  as  she 
bent  towards  him. 

"  It's  nothing,"  he  said  hastily,  more 
agitated  by  the  treatment  than  by  the 
wound. 

"Give  me  your  flask,"  she  responded 
without  heeding.  A  stinging  sensation, 
as  she  bathed  the  edges  of  the  cut  with 
the  spirit,  brought  him  back  to  common- 
sense  again.  "  There  !"  she  said,  skilfully 
extemporizing  a  bandage  from  her  hand- 
kerchief and  a  compress  from  his  cravat. 
"  Now,  button  your  coat  over  your  chest, 
so,  and  don't  take  cold."    She  insisted 
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upon  buttoning  it  for  him ;  greater  even 
than  the  feminine  delight  in  a  man's 
strength  is  the  ministration  to  his  weak- 
ness. Yet,  when  this  was  finished,  she 
drew  a  little  away  from  him  in  some 
embarrassment — an  embarrassment  she 
wondered  at,  as  his  skin  was  finer,  his 
touch  gentler,  his  clothes  cleaner,  and — 
not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it — he 
exhaled  an  atmosphere  much  sweeter  than 
belonged  to  most  of  the  men  her  boyish 
habits  had  brought  her  in  contact  with — 
not  excepting  her  own  father.  Later  she 
even  exempted  her  mother  from  the 
possession  of  this  divine  effluence.  Aftei 
a  moment  she  asked  suddenly,  "  What  are 
you  going  to  do  with  Hornsby  ?" 

Cass  had  not  thought  of  him.  His 
short-lived  rage  was  past  with  the  occa- 
sion that  provoked  it.  Without  any  fear 
of  his    adversary,  he    would  have  been 
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quite  willing  to  meet  him  no  more.  He 
only  said,  "  That  will  depend  upon  /izm." 

"  Oh,  j'ou  won't  hear  from  him  again," 
said  she  confidently ;  "  but  you  really 
ought  to  get  up  a  little  more  muscle. 
You've  no  more  than  a  girl. "  She  stopped, 
a  httle  confused. 

"What  shall  I  do  with  your  handker- 
chief?" asked  the  uneasy  Cass,  anxious  to 
change  the  subject, 

"  Oh,  keep  it,  if  you  want  to  ;  only, 
don't  show  it  to  everybody,  as  you  did 
that  ring  you  found."  Seeing  signs  of 
distress  in  his  face,  she  added  :  "  Of  course 
that  was  all  nonsense.  If  you  had  cared 
so  much  for  the  ring,  you  couldn't  have 
talked  about   it    or   shown    it.  Could 

ri  11 

you  J 

It  relieved  him  to  think  that  this 
might  be  true  ;  he  certainly  had  not  looked 
at  it  in  that  light  before. 
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"  But,  did  you  really  find  it  ?"  she  asked 
with  sudden  gravity.    "  Really  now  ?" 
Yes." 

"And  there  was  no  real  May  in  the 
case  5 

"Not  that  I  know  of,"  laughed  Cass, 
secretly  pleased. 

But  Miss  Porter,  after  eyehig  him  criti- 
cally for  a  moment,  jumped  up  and 
climbed  back  again  to  her  seat.  "Perhaps 
you  had  better  give  me  that  handkerchief 
back." 

Cass  began  to  unbutton  his  coat. 

"  No !  no  !  do  you  want  to  take  your 
death  of  cold  ?"  she  screamed.  And  Cass, 
to  avoid  this  direful  possibility,  rebuttoned 
his  coat  again  over  the  handkerchief  and 
a  peculiarly  pleasing  sensation. 

Very  little  now  was  said  until  the 
rattling,  bounding  descent  of  the  coach 
denoted  the  approach  to  Red  Chief  The 
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straggling  main  street  disclosed  itself, 
light  by  light.  In  the  flash  of  glittering 
windows  and  the  sound  of  eager  voices 
Miss  Porter  descended,  without  waiting 
for  Cass's  proffered  assistance,  and  anti- 
cipated Movmtain  Charley's  descent  from 
the  box.  A  few  undistinguishable  words 
passed  between  them, 

"  You  kin  freeze  to  me,  Miss,"  said 
Charley ;  and  Miss  Porter,  turning  her 
frank  laugh  and  frankly  opened  palm  to 
Cass,  half-returned  the  pressure  of  his 
hand,  and  slipped  away. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

A  FEW  days  after  the  stage-coach  inci- 
dent, Mountain  Charley  drew  up  beside 
Cass  on  the  Blazing  Star  turnpike,  and 
handed  him  a  small  packet.  "I  was 
told  to  give  ye  that  by  Miss  Porter. 
Hush — listen !  It's  that  rather  old  dog- 
goned  ring  o'  yours  that's  bin  in  all 
the  papers.  She's  bamboozled  that  sap- 
headed  County  Judge,  Boompointer,  into 
givin'  it  to  her.  Take  my  advice,  and  sling 
it  away  for  some  other  feller  to  pick  up 
and  get  looney  over.    That's  all !" 

"  Did  she  say  anything  ?"  asked  Cass 
anxiously,  as  he  received  his  lost  treasure 
somewhat  coldly. 
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"  Well,  yes !  I  reckon.  She  asked  me 
to  stand  betwixt  Hornsby  and  yon.  So 
don't  you  tackle  him,  and  I'll  see  he  don't 
tackle  you,"  and  with  a  portentous  wink 
Mountain  Charley  whipped  up  his  horses 
and  was  gone. 

Cass  opened  the  packet.  It  contained 
nothing  but  the  ring.  Unmitigated  by 
any  word  of  greeting,  remembrance,  or 
even  raillery,  it  seemed  almost  an  insult. 
Had  she  intended  to  flaunt  his  folly  in  his 
face,  or  had  she  believed  he  still  mourned 
for  it,  and  deemed  its  recovery  a  sufficient 
reward  for  his  slight  service?  For  an 
instant  he  felt  tempted  to  follow  Charley's 
advice,  and  cast  this  symbol  of  folly  and 
contempt  in  the  dust  of  the  mountain  road. 
And  had  she  not  made  his  humiliation 
complete  by  begging  Charley's  interference 
between  him  and  his  enemy  ?  He  would 
o-o  home  and  send  her  back  the  hand- 
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kerchief  slie  had  given  him.  But  here  the 
unromantic  reflection  that,  although  he  had 
washed  it  that  very  afternoon  in  the 
sohtude  of  his  own  cabin,  he  could  not 
possibly  iron  it,  but  must  send  it  "  rough- 
dried,"  stayed  his  indignant  feet. 

Two  or  three  days,  a  week,  a  fortnight 
even  of  this  hopeless  resentment  filled 
Cass's  breast.  Then  the  news  of  Kanaka 
Joe's  acquittal  in  the  State  Court  momen- 
tarily revived  the  story  of  the  ring,  and 
revamped  a  few  stale  jokes  in  the  camp. 
But  the  interest  soon  flagged  ;  the  fortunes 
of  the  little  community  of  Blazing  Star  had 
been  for  some  months  failing ;  and  with 
early  snows  in  the  mountain  and  wasted 
capital  in  fruitless  schemes  on  the  river, 
there  was  little  room  for  the  indulgence 
of  that  lazy  and  original  humour  which 
belonged  to  their  lost  youth  and  prosperity. 
Blazing  Star  truly,  in  the  grhn  figure  of 
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their  slang,  \Yas  "played  out."  Not  dug 
out,  worked  out,  or  washed  out,  but  dissi- 
pated in  a  year  of  speculation  and  chance. 

Against  this  tide  of  fortune  Cass  strug- 
gled manfully,  and  even  evoked  the  slow 
praise  of  his  companions.  Better  still,  he 
won  a  certain  praise  for  himself,  in  himself, 
in  a  consciousness  of  increased  strength, 
health,  power,  and  self-reliance.  He 
began  to  turn  his  quick  imagination  and 
perception  to  some  practical  account,  and 
made  one  or  two  discoveries  which  quite 
startled  his  more  experienced  but  more 
conservative  companions.  Nevertheless, 
Cass's  discoveries  and  labours  were  not  of 
a  kind  that  produced  immediate  j)ecuniary 
realization,  and  Blazing  Star,  which  con- 
sumed so  many  pounds  of  pork  and  flour 
daily,  did  not,  unfortunately,  produce  the 
daily  equivalent  in  gold.  Blazing  Star  lost 
its    credit.    Blazing    Star    was  hungry. 
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dirty,  and  ragged.  Blazing  Star  was 
beginning  to  set. 

Participating  in  the  general  ill-luck  of 
the  camp,  Ca,ss  was  not  without  his  own 
individual  mischances.    He  had  resolutely 
determined  to  forget  Miss  Porter  and  all 
that  tended  to  recall  the  unlucky  ring, 
but,  cruelly  enough,  she  was  the  only  thing 
that  refused  to  be  forgotten — whose  undu- 
lating figure  reclined  opposite  to  him  in 
the  weird  moonlight  of  his  ruined  cabin, 
whose  voice  mingled  with  the  song  of  the 
river  by  whose  ba,nks  he  toiled,  and  Avhose 
eyes  and  touch  thrilled  him  in  his  dreams. 
Partly  for  this  reason,  and  partly  because 
his  clothes  were  beginning  to  be  patched 
and  torn,  he  avoided  Red  Chief  and  anv 
place  where  he  would  be  likely  to  meet 
her.    In  spite  of  this  precaution,  he  had 
once  seen  her  driving  in  a  pony  carriage, 
but  so  smartly  and  fashionably  dressed 
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that  he  drew  back  in  the  cover  of  a  way- 
side willow  that  she  might  pass  without 
recognition.    He   looked  down  upon  his 
red-splashed    clothes    and    grimy  soil- 
streaked  hands,  and  for  a  moment  half 
hated  her.    His  comrades  seldom  spoke  of 
her — instinctively  fearing  some  temptation 
that  might  beset  his  Spartan  resolutions ; 
but  he  heard  from  time  to  time  that  she 
had  been  seen  at  balls  and  parties  appa- 
rently enjoying  those  very  frivolities  of  her 
sex  she  affected  to  condemn.    It  was  a 
Sabbath  morning  in  early  spring  that  he 
was  returning  from  an  ineffectual  attempt 
to  enlist  a  capitalist  at  the  county  town  to 
redeem  the  fortunes  of  Blazing  Star.  He 
was  pondering  over  the  narrowness  of  that 
capitalist,  who  had  evidently  but  illogically 
connected  Cass's  present  appearance  with 
the  future  of  that  struggling  camp,  when  he 
became  so  footsore  that  he  was  obliged  to 
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accept  a  "lift"  from  a  wayfaring  teamster. 
As  tlie  slowly  lumbering  vehicle  passed  the 
new  church  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town, 
the  congregation  were  sallying  forth.  It 
was  too  late  to  jump  down  and  run  away, 
and  Cass  dared  not  ask  his  new-found 
friend  to  whip  up  his  cattle.  Conscious 
of  his  unshorn  beard  and  ragged  garments, 
he  kept  his  eyes  fixed  vipon  the  road.  A 
voice  that  thrilled  him  called  his  name. 
It  was  Miss  Porter,  a  resplendent  vision  of 
silk  laces  and  Easter  flowers — yet  actually 
running,  with  something  of  her  old  dash 
and  freedom,  beside  the  waggon.  As  the 
astonished  teamster  drew  up  before  this 
elegant  apparition,  she  panted  : 

"Why  did  you  make  me  run  so  far? 
and  why  didn't  you  look  up  ?" 

Cass,  trymg  to  hide  the  patches  on  his 
knees  beneath  a  newspaper,  stammered 
that  he  had  not  seen  her. 
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"  And  you  did  not  hold  down  your  head 
purposely  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Cass. 

"  Why  have  you  not  been  to  Red  Chief? 
Why  didn't  you  answer  my  message  about 
the  ring  ?"  she  asked  swiftly. 

"  You  sent  nothing  but  the  ring,"  said 
Cass,  colouring,  as  he  glanced  at  the 
teamster. 

"  Why,  that  was  a  message,  you  born 
idiot !" 

Cass  stared.  The  teamster  smiled.  Miss 
Porter  gazed  anxiously  at  the  waggon. 
"  I  think  I'd  like  a  ride  in  there,  it  looks 
a\\  fully  good."  She  glanced  mischievously 
around  at  the  lingering  and  curious  con- 
gregation.   "  May  I  V 

But  Cass  deprecated  that  proceeding 
strongly.  It  was  dirty,  he  was  not  sure 
it  was  even  wholesome;  she  would  be  so 
uncomfortal  )le  :  he  himself  was  only  going 
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a  few  rods  farther,  and  in  that  time  she 
might  ruin  her  dress  

"  Oh  yes,"  she  said,  a  httle  bitterly, 
"  certainly,  my  dress  must  be  looked  after. 
And — what  else  V 

"  People  might  think  it  strange,  and 
believe  I  had  invited  you,"  continued  Cass, 
hesitatingly. 

"When  I  had  only  invited  myself? 
Thank  you,  Good-by." 

She  waved  her  hand  and  stepped  back 
from  the  waggon,  Cass  would  have  given 
worlds  to  recall  her,  but  he  sat  still  in 
moody  silence,  and  the  vehicle  moved  on. 
At  the  first  cross  road  he  jumped  down. 
"Thank  you,"  he  said  to  the  teamster. 
"  You're  welcome,"  returned  that  gentle- 
man, regarding  him  curiously,  "  but  the 
next  time  a  gal  like  that  asks  to  ride  in 
this  yer  waggon,  I  reckon  I  won't  take  the 
vote  of  any  deadhead  passenger.  Adios, 
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young  fellow.  Don't  stay  out  late ;  ye 
might  be  run  off  by  some  gal,  and  what 
would  your  mother  say  ?"  Of  course  the 
young  man  could  only  look  unutterable 
things  and  walk  away,  but  even  in  that 
dignified  action  he  was  conscious  that  its 
effect  was  somewhat  mitigated  by  a  large 
patch  from  a  material  originally  used  as  a 
flour- sack,  which  had  repaired  his  trousers, 
but  still  bore  the  ironical  legend  "  Best 
Superfine." 

The  summer  brought  warmth  and  pro- 
mise and  some  blossom,  if  not  absolute 
fruition,  to  Blazing  Star.  The  long  days 
drew  Nature  into  closer  communion  with 
the  men,  and  hopefulness  followed  the  dis- 
content of  their  winter  seclusion.  It  was 
easier,  too,  for  Capital  to  be  wooed  and 
won  into  making  a  picnic  in  these  moun- 
tain solitudes  than  when  high  water 
stayed  the  fords,  and  drifting  snow  the 
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Sierran  trails.  At  the  close  of  one  of  these 
Arcadian  days  Cass  was  smoking  before 
the  door  of  his  lonely  cabin  when  he  was 
astounded  by  the  onset  of  a  dozen  of  his 
companions.  Peter  Drummond,  far  in  the 
van,  was  waving  a  newspaper  like  a  victo- 
rious banner.  "All's  right  now,  Cass,  old 
man !"  he  panted,  as  he  stopped  before 
Cass  and  shoved  back  his  eager  followers. 

"What's  all  right?"  asked  Cass,  du- 
biously. 

"  You  !  You  kin  rake  down  the  pile  now. 
You're  hunky.  You're  on  velvet.    Listen  !" 

He  opened  the  newspaper,  and  read, 
with  annoying  deliberation,  as  follows  : — 

"Lost. — If  the  finder  of  a  plain  gold 
ring,  bearing  the  engraved  inscription, 
'May  to  Cass,'  alleged  to  have  been 
picked  up  on  the  high  road  near  Blazing 
Star,  on  the  4th  March,  186-  will  apply 
to  Bookham  and  Sons,  Bankers,  No.  1007, 
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Y  Street,  Sacramento,  he  -sdll  be  suit- 
ably rewarded  either  for  the  recovery  of 
the  ring,  or  for  such  facts  as  raay  identify 
it,  or  the  locality  where  it  was  found.  ' 

Cass  rose  and  frowned  savao-ely  on  his 
comrades.  '"'Xol  no!  cried  a  dozen 
voices  assurlno-lv.  "It's  all  rio-ht  I  Honest 
Injin  I    True  as  gospel  I    No  joke,  Cass  I'' 

'"Here's  the  paper,  Sacramento  Union 
of  yesterday.  Look  for  yourself,"  said 
Drummond,  handing  liim  the  well-worn 
journal.  "And  vou  see,"  he  added,  '■'how 
darned  lucky  you  are.  It  ain't  necessary 
f->r  you  to  produce  the  ring,  so  if  that 
old  biled  owl  of  a  Boompointer  don't  giv' 
it  back  to  ye,  it's  all  the  same.' 

''And  they  say  nobod}'  but  the  finder 
need  ajDply,"  interrupted  another.  "  That 
shuts  out  Boompointer  or  Kanaka  Joe, 
for  the  matter  o'  that." 

"It's  clar  that  it  means  vou.  Cass,  ez 
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much  ez  if  they'd  given  your  name," 
added  a  third. 

For  Miss  Porter's  sake  and  his  own, 
Cass  had  never  told  them  of  the  restora- 
tion of  the  ring,  and  it  was  evident  that 
Mountain  Charley  had  also  kept  silent. 
Cass  could  not  speak  now  without  vio- 
lating a  secret,  and  he  was  pleased  that 
the  ring  itself  no  longer  played  an  im- 
portant part  in  the  ministry.  But  what 
was  that  mystery,  and  why  was  the  ring 
secondary  to  himself?  Why  was  so  much 
stress  laid  upon  his  finding  it  ? 

"  You  see,"  said  Drummond,  as  if 
answering  his  unspoken  thought,  "that 
'ar  gal — for  it  is  a  girl  in  course — hez 
read  all  about  it  in  the  papers,  and  hez 
sort  0'  took  a  shine  to  ye.  It  don't  make 
a  bit  o'  difference  who  in  thunder  Cass  is 
or  waz,  for  I  reckon  she's  kicked  him 
over  by  this  time  " 
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"Sarved  him  right,  too,  for  losing  the 
girl's  ring,  and  then  lying  low  and  keep- 
ing dark  about  it,"  interrupted  a  sympa- 
thizer. 

"And  she's  just  weakened  over  the 
romantic,  high-toned  way  you  stuck  to 
it/'  continued  Drummond,  forgetting  the 
sarcasms  he  had  previously  hurled  at 
this  romance.  Indeed,  the  whole  camp, 
by  this  time,  had  become  convinced  that 
it  had  fostered  and  developed  a  chivalrous 
devotion  which  was  now  on  the  point  of 
pecuniary  realization.  It  was  generally 
accepted  that  "  she"  was  the  daughter  of 
this  banker,  and  it  was  also  felt  that  in 
the  circumstances  the  happy  father  could 
not  do  less  than  develop  the  resources 
of  Blazing  Star  at  once.  Even  if  there 
were  no  relationship,  what  opportunity 
could  be  more  fit  for  presenting  to  capital 
a  locality  that   even   produced  engage- 
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ment-rings,  and,  as  Jim  Fauquier  put  it, 
''the  men  ez  knew  how  to  keep  'em." 
It  was  this  sympathetic  Virginian  who  took 
Cass  aside  with  the  following  generous 
suggestion:  "If  you  find  that  you  and 
the  old  gal  couldn't  hitch  hosses,  owin' 
to  your  not  likin'  red  hair  or  a  game 
leg"  (it  may  be  here  recorded  that  Blazing 
Star  had,  for  no  reason  whatever,  attri- 
buted these  unprepossessing  qualities  to 
the  mysterious  advertiser),  "you  might  let 
ME  in.  You  might  say  ez  how  I  used  to 
jest  worship  that  ring  with  you,  and  allers 
wanted  to  borrow  it  on  Sundays.  If  any- 
thing comes  of  it — why — ive're  pardners !" 

A  serious  question  was  the  outfitting 
of  Cass  for  what  now  was  felt  to  be  a 
diplomatic  representation  of  the  commu- 
nity. His  garments,  it  hardly  need  be 
said,  were  inappropriate  to  any  wooing 
except  that  of  the  "  maiden  all  forlorn," 


FOUND  AT  BLAZING  STAR. 


which  the  advertiser  clearly  was  not. 
"  He  might,"  suggested  Fauquier,  "  drop 
in  jest  as  he  is — kinder  as  if  he'd  got 
keerless  of  the  world,  being  love-sick." 
But  Cass  objected  strongly,  and  was  borne 
out  in  his  objection  by  his  younger  com- 
rades. At  last  a  pair  of  white  duck 
trousers,  a  red  shirt,  a  flowing  black  silk 
scarf,  and  a  Panama  hat  were  procured 
at  Red  Chief,  on  credit,  after  a  judicious 
exhibition  of  the  advertisement.  A  heavy 
wedding-ring — the  property  of  Drummond 
(who  was  not  married) — was  also  lent  as 
a  graceful  suggestion,  and  at  the  last 
moment  Fauquier  affixed  to  Cass's  scarf 
an  enormous  specimen  pin  of  gold  and 
quartz.  "  It  sorter  indicates  the  aurife- 
rous wealth  o'  this  yer  region,  and  the 
old  man  (the  senior  member  of  Bookham 
&  Sons)  needn't  know  I  won  it  at  draw- 
poker  in  'Frisco,'  "  said  Fauquier. 
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"Ef  you  '  pass  '  on  tlie  gal,  you  kin  hand 
it  back  to  me  and  III  try  it  on."  Forty 
dollars  for  expenses  was  put  into  Cass's 
hands,  and  the  entu'e  community  accom- 
panied him  to  the  cross  roads  where  he 
was  to  meet  the  Sacramento  Coach,  which 
eventually  carried  him  away,  followed  by  a 
benediction  of  waving  hats  and  exploding 
revolvers. 

That  Cass  did  not  participate  in  the 
extravagant  hopes  of  his  comrades,  and 
that  he  rejected  utterly  their  matrimonial 
speculations  in  his  behalf,  need  not  be  said. 
Outwardly,  he  kept  his  own  counsel  \^ith 
good-humoured  assent.  But  there  was 
something  fascinating  in  the  situation,  and 
while  he  felt  he  had  for  ever  abandoned 
his  romantic  dream,  he  was  not  displeased 
to  know  that  it  might  have  proved  a 
reality.  Nor  was  it  distasteful  to  him  to 
think  that  j\Iiss  Porter  would  hear  of  it 
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and  regret  her  late  inability  to  appreciate 
his  sentiment.  If  he  really  were  the 
object  of  some  opulent  maiden's  passion, 
he  would  show  Miss  Porter  how  he  could 
sacrifice  the  most  brilliant  prospects  for 
her  sake.  Alone,  on  the  top  of  the  coach, 
he  projected  one  of  those  satisfying 
conversations  in  which  imaginative  people 
delight,  but  which  unfortunately  never 
come  quite  up  to  rehearsal,  "Dear  Miss 
Porter,"  he  would  say,  addressing  the 
back  of  the  driver,  "if  I  could  remain 
faithful  to  a  dream  of  my  youth,  however 
illusive  and  unreal,  can  you  believe  that 
for  the  sake  of  lucre  I  could  be  false  to 
the  one  real  passion  that  alone  supplanted 
it  ?"  In  the  composition  and  delivery 
of  this  eloquent  statement,  an  hour  was 
happily  forgotten ;  the  only  drawback  to 
its  complete  effect  was  that  a  misplacing 
of  epithets  in  rapid  repetition  did  not  seem 
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to  make  the  slightest  difference,  and  Cass 
found  himself  saying,  "  Dear  Miss  Porter, 
if  I  could  be  false  to  a  dream  of  my  youth, 
&c.  &c.,  can  you  believe  I  could  he  faith  ful 
to  the  one  real  passion,  &c.  &c.,"  with 
equal  and  perfect  satisfaction.  As  Miss 
Porter  was  reputed  to  be  well  off — if  the 
unknown  were  poor,  that  might  be  another 
drawback. 

The  banking-house  of  Bookham  &  Sons 
did  not  present  an  illusive  nor  mysterious 
appearance.  It  was  eminently  practical 
and  matter-  of-fact ;  it  was  obtrusively 
open  and  glassy ;  nobody  would  have 
thought  of  leaving  a  secret  there  that 
would  have  been  inevitably  circulated  over 
the  counter.  Cass  felt  an  uncomfortable 
sense  of  incongruity  in  himself,  in  his 
story,  in  his  treasure,  to  this  temple  of  dis- 
enchanting realism.  With  the  awkward- 
ness of  an  embarrassed  man,  he  was  holding 

Q 
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prominently  in  his  hand  an  envelope 
containing:  the  rinsf  and  advertisement 

o  o 

voucher  for  his  intrusion,  when  the  nearest 
clerk  took  the  envelope  from  his  hand, 
opened  it,  took  out  the  ring,  returned  it, 
said  briskly,  "  T'other  shop  next  door, 
young  man,"  and  turned  to  another 
customer. 

Cass  stepped  to  the  door,  saw  that 
"  T'other  shop"  was  a  pawnbroker's,  and 
returned  again  with  a  flashing  eye  and 
heiglitened  colour.  "  It's  an  advertise- 
ment I  have  come  to  answer,"  he  began 
again. 

The  clerk  cast  a  glance  at  Cass's  scarf 
and  pin.  "  Place  taken  yesterday — no 
room  for  any  more,"  he  said  abruptly 

Cass  grew  quite  white.  But  his  old 
experience  in  Blazing  Star  repartee  stood 
him  in  good  stead.  "  If  it's  your  place 
you  mean,"  he  said  coolly,  "  I  reckon  you 


FOUND  AT  BLAZING  STAR.  235 


might  put  a  dozen  men  in  the  hole  you're 
rattlin'  round  in — but  it's  this  advertise- 
ment I'm  after.  If  Bookham  isn't  in, 
maybe  you'll  send  me  one  of  the  grown- 
up sons."  The  production  of  the  adver- 
tisement and  some  laughter  from  the 
bystanders  had  its  effect.  The  pert  young 
clerk  retired  and  returned  to  lead  the 
way  to  the  bank  parlour.  Cass's  heart 
sank  again  as  he  was  confronted  by  a 
dark,  iron-grey  man — in  dress,  features, 
speech,  and  action,  uncompromisingly  op- 
posed to  Cass,  his  ring  and  his  romance. 
When  the  young  man  had  told  his  story 
and  produced  his  treasure,  he  paused. 
The  banker  scarcely  glanced  at  it,  but 
said  impatiently — 

"  Well — your  papers  ?" 

"  My  papers  ?" 

"  Yes,  Proof  of  your  identity.  You 
say  your  name  is  Cass   Beard.     Good ! 

Q  2 
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What  liave  you  got  to  prove  it  ?  How 
can  I  tell  who  you  are  1 " 

To  a  sensitive  man,  there  is  no  form  of 
suspicion  that  is  as  bewildering  and  de- 
moralizing, at  the  moment,  as  the  question 
of  his  identity.  Cass  felt  the  insult  in 
the  doubt  of  his  word,  and  the  palpable 
sense  of  his  present  inability  to  prove  it. 
The  banker  watched  him  keenly  but  not 
unkind]  y. 

"  Come,"  he  said  at  length,  "  this  is 
not  my  affair ;  if  you  can  legally  satisfy 
the  lady  for  whom  I  am  only  agent,  well 
and  good.  I  believe  you  can;  I  only 
warn  you  that  you  nnist.  And  my  pre- 
sent inquiry  was  to  keep  her  from  losing 
her  time  with  impostors — a  class  I  don't 
think  you  belong  to.  There's  her  card. 
Good  day." 

"Miss  Mortimer."  It  was  not  the 
banker's  daughter.     The  first  illusion  of 
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Blazing  Star  was  rudely  dispelled.  But 
the  care  taken  bj  the  capitalist  to  shield 
her  from  imposture  indicated  a  person  of 
wealth.  Of  her  youth  and  beauty  Cass 
no  longer  thought. 

The  address  given  was  not  distant. 
With  a  beating  heart,  he  rang  the  bell 
of  a  respectable-looking  house,  and  was 
ushered  into  a  private  drawing-room. 
Instinctively  he  felt  that  the  room  was 
only  temporarily  inhabited — an  air  peculiar 
to  the  best  lodgings — and  when  the  door 
opened  upon  a  tall  lady  in  deep  mourn- 
ing, he  was  still  more  convinced  of  an 
incongruity  between  the  occupant  and 
her  surroundings.  With  a  smile  that 
vacillated  between  a  habit  of  familiarity 
and  ease,  and  a  recent  restraint,  she 
motioned  him  to  a  chair. 

"  Miss  Mortimer"  was  still  young,  still 
handsome,  still  fashionably  dressed,  and 
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still  attractive.  From  her  first  greeting  to 
the  end  of  the  interview,  Cass  felt  that 
she  knew  all  about  him.  This  relieved 
him  from  the  onus  of  proving  his  identity, 
but  seemed  to  put  him  vaguely  at  a 
disadvantage.  It  increased  his  sense  of 
inexperience  and  youthfulness. 

"  I  hope  you  will  believe,"  she  began, 
"  that  the  few  questions  I  have  to  ask  you 
are  to  satisfy  my  own  heart,  and  for  no 
other  purpose."  She  smiled  sadly,  as  she 
went  on.  "  Had  it  been  otherwise,  I 
should  have  instituted  a  legal  inquiry, 
and  left  this  interview  to  some  one  cooler, 
calmer,  and  less  interested  than  myself. 
J3ut  I  think — I  knoio — I  can  trust  you. 
Perhaps  we  women  are  weak  and  foolish 
to  talk  of  an  instinct;  and  when  you 
know  my  story,  you  may  have  reason 
to  believe  that  but  little  dependence  can 
be  placed  on  that ;  but  I  am  not  wrong 
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in  saying — am  I  ?" — (with  a  sad  smile) — 
"that  you  are  not  above  that  weakness"?" 
She  paused,  closed  her  lips  tightly,  and 
grasped  her  hands  before  her.  "  You  say 
you  found  that  ring  in  the  road  some 
three  months  before — the — the — you  know 
what  I  mean — the  body — was  discovered." 
''Yes." 

"  You  thought  it  might  have  been 
dropped  by  some  one  in  passing  ?" 

"  I  thought  so — yes — it  belonged  to  no 
one  in  camp." 

"  Before  your  cabin,  or  on  the  highway  ?" 

"  Before  my  cabin." 

"  You  are  sure  V  There  was  something 
so  very  sweet  and  sad  in  her  smile,  that 
it  oddly  made  Cass  colour. 

"  But  my  cabin  is  near  the  road,"  he 
suggested. 

"  I  see  !  And  there  was  nothing  else  ; 
no  paper  nor  envelope  ?" 
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"  Nothing." 

"  And  you  kept  it  because  of  the  odd 
resemblance   one   of  the   names  bore  to 
yours  : 
i  es. 

"  For  no  other  reason  ?" 

"  None. '    Yet  Cass  felt  he  was  blushing. 

"  You'll  forgive  my  repeating  a  question 
you  have  already  answered,  but  I  am  so 
anxious.  There  was  some  attempt  to 
prove  at  the  inquest  that  the  ring  had 
been  found  on  the  body  of — the  unfortu- 
nate man.  But  you  tell  me  it  was  not 
so  { 

"  I  can  swear  it." 

"  Good  God — the  traitor  !"  She  took 
a  hurried  step  forwards,  turned  to  the 
window,  and  then  came  back  to  Cass  with 
a  voice  broken  with  emotion.  "  I  have 
told  you  I  could  trust  you.  That  ring 
was  mine !" 
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She  stopped,  and  then  went  on 
hurriedly.  "Years  ago,  I  gave  it  to  a 
man  who  deceived  and  wronged  me ;  a 
man  whose  life  since  then  has  been  a 
shame  and  disgrace  to  all  who  knew  him ; 
a  man  who,  once  a  gentleman,  sank  so 
low  as  to  become  the  associate  of  thieves 
and  ruffians  ;  sank  so  low,  that  when  he 
died  by  violence — a  traitor  even  to  them — 
his  own  confederates  shrunk  from  him, 
and  left  him  to  fill  a  nameless  grave.  That 
man's  body  you  found  !" 

Cass  started,    "  And  his  name  was  V 

"Part  of  your  surname.  Cass — Henry 
Cass." 

"  You  see  why  Providence  seems  to 
have  brought  that  ring  to  you,"  she  went 
on.  "But  you  ask  me  why,  knowing 
this,  I  am  so  eager  to  know  if  the  ring 
was  found  by  you  in  the  road,  or  if  it 
were  found  on  his  body.     Listen !  it  is 
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part  of  my  mortification  that  the  story- 
goes  that  this  man  once  showed  this  ring, 
boasted  of  it,  staked  and  lost  it  at  a 
gambhng-table  to  one  of  his  vile  com- 
rades. " 

''Kanaka  Joe,''  said  Cass,  overcome  by 
a  vivid  recollection  of  Joe's  merriment  at 
the  trial. 

"  The  same.  Don't  you  see,"  she  said, 
hurriedly,  "  if  the  ring  had  been  found 
on  him,  I  could  believe  that  somewhere 
in  his  heart  he  still  kept  respect  for  the 
wijman  he  had  vTonged.  I  am  a  Avoman — 
a  foohsh  ^Yoman,  I  know — but  you  have 
crushed  that  hope  for  ever." 

"  But  why  have  you  sent  for  me  ? ' 
asked  Cass,  touched  by  her  emotion. 

"To  know  it  for  certain,"  she  said, 
almost  fiercely  "Can  you  not  understand 
that  a  woman  hke  me  must  know  a  thino- 
once  and  for  ever  ?    But  you  can  help  me. 
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I  did  not  send  for  you  only  to  ponr  my 
wrongs  in  your  ears.  You  must  take  me 
■with  you  to  this  place — to  the  spot  where 
you  found  the  ring,  to  the  spot  where  you 
found  the  body — to  the  spot  where — 
where  lie  hes.  You  must  do  it  secretly, 
that  none  shall  know  me." 

Cass  hesitated.  He  was  thinking  of 
his  companions,  and  the  collapse  of  their 
painted  bubble  ;  how  could  he  keep  the 
secret  from  them  ? 

"If  it  is  money  you  need,  let  not  that 
stop  you.  I  have  no  right  to  your  time 
without  recompense.  Do  not  misunder- 
stand me.  There  has  been  a  thousand 
dollars  awaiting  my  order  at  Bookham's 
,  when  the  ring  should  be  delivered.  It 
shall  be  doubled  if  you  help  me  in  this 
last  moment." 

It  was  possible.    He  could  convey  her 
secretly  there ;   invent  some  story  of  a 
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reward  delayed  for  want  of  proofs,  and 
afterwards  share  that  reward  with  his 
friends.  He  answered  promptly,  "  I  will 
take  you  there." 

She  took  his  hands  in  both  of  hers, 
raised  them  to  her  lips,  and  smiled.  The 
shadow  of  grief  and  restraint  seemed  to 
have  fallen  from  her  face,  and  a  half- 
mischievous,  half-coquettish  gleam  in  her 
dark  eyes  touched  the  susceptible  Cass 
in  so  subtle  a  fashion  that  he  regained  the 
street  in  some  confusion.  He  wondered 
what  Miss  Porter  would  have  thought. 
But  was  he  not  returning  to  her,  a  fortu- 
nate man  with  a  thousand  dollars  in  his 
pocket !  Why  should  he  remember  that 
he  was  handicapped  by  a  pretty  woman 
and  a  pathetic  episode  ?  It  did  not  make 
the  proximity  less  pleasant  as  he  helped 
her  into  the  coach  that  evening,  nor  did 
the    recollection   of    another   ride  with 
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another  woman  obtrude  itself  upon  those 
consolations  which  he  felt  it  his  duty  from 
time  to  time  to  offer.  It  was  arranged 
that  he  should  leave  her  at  the  "  Red 
Chief"  Hotel,  while  he  continued  on  to 
Blazing  Star,  returning  at  noon  to  bring 
her  with  him  when  he  could  do  it  without 
exposing  her  to  recognition.  The  grey- 
dawn  came  soon  enough,  and  the  coach 
drew  up  at  "  Red  Chief"  while  the  lights 
in  the  bar-room  and  dining-room  of  the 
hotel  were  still  struggling  with  the  far- 
flushing  East.  Cass  alighted,  placed 
Miss  Mortimer  in  the  hands  of  the 
landlady,  and  returned  to  the  vehicle.  It 
was  still  musty,  close,  and  frowsy,  with 
half-awakened  passengers.  There  was  a 
vacated  seat  on  the  top,  which  Cass  climbed 
up  to,  and  abstractedly  threw  himself 
beside  a  figure  muflled  in  shawls  and  rugs. 
There  was  a  slight  movement  among  the 
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multitudinous  enwrappings,  and  then"  the 
figure  turned  to  him  and  said  drily:  "  Good 
morning  !  "    It  was  Miss  Porter  ! 

"  Have  you  been  long  here  ? "  he  stam- 
mered. 

"  All  night." 

He  would  have  given  worlds  to  leave  her 
at  that  moment.  He  would  have  jumped 
from  the  starting  coach  to  save  himself  any 
explanation  of  the  embarrassment  he  was 
furiously  conscious  of  showing,  without,  as 
he  believed,  any  adequate  cause.  And 
yet,  like  all  inexperienced  sensitive  men, 
he  dashed  blindly  into  that  explanation  ; 
worse,  he  even  told  his  secret  at  once,  then 
and  there,  and  then  sat  abashed  and 
conscience-stricken,  with  an  added  sense  of 
its  utter  futility. 

"  And  this,"  summed  up  the  young  girl, 
with  a  slight  shrug  of  her  pretty  shoulders, 
"  is  your  May  ?  "    Cass  would  have  recom- 
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menced  his  story.     "  No,  don't,  pray  !  It 

isn't   interesting,  nor   original.     Do  you 

believe  it  ?" 

"  I  do,"  said  Cass,  indignantly 

"  How  lucky !     Then,   let  me  go  to 

sleep. " 

Cass,  still  furious,  but  uneasy,  did  not 
again  address  her.  When  the  coach  stopped 
at  Blazing  Star  she  asked  him  indifferently, 
"  When  does  this  sentimental  pilgrimage 
begin  ?" 

"  I  return  for  her  at  one  o'clock,"  replied 
Cass  stiffly. 

He  kept  his  word.  He  appeased  his 
eager  companions  with  a  promise  of  future 
fortune,  and  exhibited  the  present  and 
tangible  reward.  By  a  circuitous  route, 
known  only  to  himself,  he  led  Miss 
Mortimer  to  the  road  before  the  cabin. 
There  was  a  pink  flush  of  excitement  on 
her  somewhat  faded  cheek. 
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"And  it  was  here  ?"  she  asked  eagerly. 
"  I  found  it  here.' 
"  And  the  body  T 

"  That  was  afterwards.  Over  in  that 
direction,  beyond  the  clump  of  buckeyes, 
on  the  Red  Chief  turnpike." 

"  And  any  one  coming  from  the  road  we 
left  just  now,  and  going  to — to — that 
place,  would  have  to  cross  just  here? 
Tell  me,"  she  said,  with  a  strange  laugh, 
laying  her  cold  nervous  hand  on  his, 
"  Wouldn't  they  T 

"  They  would." 

"  Let  us  go  to  that  place." 

Cass  stepped  out  briskly  to  avoid 
observation  and  gain  the  woods  beyond 
the  highway.  "You  have  crossed  here 
before,"  she  said  ;  "  there  seems  to  be  a 
trail." 

"  I  may  have  made  it;  it's  a  short  cut  to 
the  buckeyes." 
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"  You  never  found  anything  else  on  tlie 
trail  ?" 

"You  remember,  I  told  you  before,  the 
rino-  was  all  I  found." 

"  A.h,  true!"  she  smiled  sweetly;  "it 
was  tliat  which  made  it  seem  so  odd  to 
you,  T  forgot." 

In  half  an  hour  they  reached  the  buck- 
eyes. During  the  walk  she  had  taken 
rapid  cognizance  of  everything  in  her  path. 
When  they  crossed  the  road,  and  Cass  had 
pointed  out  the  scene  of  the  murder,  she 
looked  anxiously  around.  "You  are  sure 
we  are  not  seen  ?" 

"  Quite." 

"  You  will  not  think  me  foolish  if  I 
ask  you  to  wait  here  while  I  go  in  there" 
— she  pointed  to  the  ominous  thicket 
near  them — "  alone  T  She  was  quite 
white. 

Cass's  heart,  which  had  grown  somewhat 
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cold  since  his  interview  with  Miss  Porter 
melted  at  once. 

"Go;  I  will  stay  here!" 

He  waited  five  minutes.  She  did  not 
return.  What  if  the  poor  creature  had 
determined  upon  suicide  on  the  spot 
where  her  faithless  lover  had  faUen  ? 
He  was  reassured  in  another  moment 
by  the  rustle  of  skirts  in  the  under- 
growth. 

"  I  was  becoming  cjuite  alarmed,"  he  said 
aloud. 

"  You  have  reason  to  be,"  returned  a 
hurried  voice.  He  started.  It  was  Miss 
Porter,  who  stepped  swiftly  out  of  the  cover. 
"  Look,"  she  said,  "  look  at  that  man  down 
the  road.  He  has  been  tracking  you  two 
ever  since  you  left  the  cabin.  Do  j'ou 
know  who  he  is  T 

"No." 

"  Then,  listen.  It  is  Three-fingered  Dick, 
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one  of  the  escaped  road  agents.  I  know 
him  !" 

"  Let  us  go  and  warn  her,"  said  Cass, 
eagerly. 

Miss  Porter  laid  her  hand  upon  his 
shoulder.  "  I  don't  think  she'll  thank 
you,"  she  said  drily.  "  Perhaps  you'd 
better  see  what  she's  doing,  first." 

Utterly  bewildered,  yet  with  a  strong 
sense  of  the  masterfulness  of  his  companion, 
he  followed  her.  She  crept  like  a  cat 
through  the  thicket.  Suddenly  she  paused. 
"  Look  !"  she  whispered  viciously,  "  look 
at  the  tender  vigils  of  your  heart-broken 
May !" 

Cass  saw  the  woman  who  had  left  him 
a  moment  before,  on  her  knees  on  the 
grass,  with  long  thin  fingers  digging  like  a 
ghoul  in.  the  earth.  He  had  scarce  time  to 
notice  her  eager  face  and  eyes  cast  now 
and  then  back  towards  the  spot  where  she 
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had  left  him,  before  there  was  a  crash  in 
the  bushes,  and  a  man — the  stranger  of  the 
road — leaped  to  her  side.  "  Run,"  he  said, 
"  run  for  it,  now.    You're  watched  !" 

"  Oh  !  that  man  Beard  !"  she  said  con- 
temptuously. 

"  No,  another — in  a  waggon  !  Quick  ! 
Fool !  you  know  the  place  now — you  can 
come  later ;  run !"  And  half-dragging, 
half-lifting  her,  he  bore  her  through  the 
bushes.  Scarcely  had  they  closed  behind 
the  pair,  than  Miss  Porter  ran  to  the  spot 
vacated  by  the  woman.  "  Look  !"  she  cried 
triumphantly  ,  "  look  !" 

Cass  looked,  and  sank  on  his  knees  beside 
her. 

"  It  was   worth  a  thousand   dollars — 

wasn't   it  ?"  she    repeated  maliciously — 

"  wasn't  it  ?    But  you  ought  to  return  it 

— realli/,  you  ought." 

Cass  could  scarcely  articulate.  "  But 
how  did  you  know  it  ?"  he  finally  gasped, 
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"  Oh,  I  suspected  something  :  there  was 
a  woman,  and,  you  know,  you're  such  a 
fool." 

Cass  rose  stiffly- 

"  Don't  be  a  greater  fool  now,  but 
go  and  bring  my  horse  and  waggon  from 
the  hill,  and  don't  say  anything  to  the 
driver." 

"  Then  you  did  not  come  alone  ?" 
"  No — it  would  have  been  bold  and  im- 
proper." 
"  Please !" 

"And  to  think  it  was  the  ring, 
after  all,  that  pointed  to  this !"  she 
said. 

"  The  ring  that  you  returned  to  me  !" 
"  What  did  you  say  ?" 
"  Nothing." 

"Don't — please — the  waggon  is  coming." 
#       #       *       *       *        *  # 
In  the  next  morning's  edition  of  the 
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Red  Chief  Chronicle  appeared  the  following 
startling  intelligence  : 

"EXTRAORDINARY  DISCOVERY! 

"FINDING  OF  THE  STOLEN  TREASURE  OF 
"WELLS,  FARGO  &  CO. 

"OVER  $300,000  RECOVERED! 

"  Our  readers  will  remember  the  noto- 
rious robbery  of  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co.'s 
treasure  from  the  Sacramento  and  Red  Chief 
Pioneer  Coach  on  the  night  of  September  1. 
Although  most  of  the  gang  were  arrested, 
it  is  known  that  two  escaped,  who  it  was 
presumed  cached  the  treasure,  amounting 
to  nearly  $500,000,  in  gold,  drafts,  and 
jewellery,  as  no  trace  of  the  property  was 
found.  Yesterday  our  esteemed  fellow- 
citizen,  Mr.  Cass  Beard,  long  and  favourably 
known  in  this  county,  succeeded  in  exhum- 
ing the  treasure  in  a  copse  of  hazel  near 
the  Red  Chief  turnpike — adjacent  to  the 
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spot  where  an  unknown  body  was  lately 
discovered.  This  body  is  now  strongly 
suspected  to  be  that  of  one  Henry  Cass,  a 
disreputable  character,  who  has  since  been 
ascertained  to  have  been  one  of  the  road 
agents  who  escaped.  The  matter  is  now 
under  legal  investigation.  The  successful 
result  of  the  search  is  due  to  a  systematic 
plan  evolved  from  the  genius  of  Mr,  Beard, 
who  has  devoted  over  a  year  to  this  labour. 
It  was  first  suggested  to  him  by  the 
finding  of  a  ring,  now  definitely  identified  as 
part  of  the  treasure,  which  was  supposed  to 
have  been  dropped  from  Wells,  Fargo  & 
Co.'s  boxes  by  the  robbers  in  their  mid- 
night flight  through  Blazing  Star." 

In  the  same  journal  appeared  the  no 
less  important  intelligence  which  exj)lains 
while  it  completes  this  veracious 
chronicle  : 

"It  is   rumoured   that  a  marriage  is 
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shortly  to  take  place  between  the  hero  of 
the  late  treasure  discovery  and  a  young 
lady  of  Red  Chief,  whose  devoted  aid  and 
assistance  to  this  important  work  is  well 
known  to  this  community  " 


THE  END. 
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Engraving ;  Historical  and  Practical.  By  William  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G. 
Bohn-  and  450  fine  Illustrations.  Areprintof  the  last  Revised  Edition. 
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Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra. 

Cameron  (Captain)  and  Captain  Burton.— To 

the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold  :  A  Personal  Narrative.  By  Richard  F. 
Burton  and  Verney  Lovett  Cameron.  [-f"  the  press. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer  for  Children :  A  Golden  Key.   By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis. 

With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  numerous  Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 

New  Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.    Demy  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  2S.  6d. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Colman's  Humorous  Works : 

"  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown  and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous 
Works,  Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Colman.  With  Life  by  G. 
B.  BucKSTONE,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6c?. 

Convalescent  Cookery : 

A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine  Ryan. 

"  Full  of  sound  sense  and  useful  hints." — Saturday  Review. 

Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works  by : 

Demonology    and   Devil-Lore.     By  Moncure  D.  Conway 

M.A.   Two  Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with  65  Illustrations,  28s. 

A  Necklace  of  Stories.     By  Moncure  D.    Conway,  M.A: 

Illustrated  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Wandering  Jew.    By  Moncure  D.  Conway,  M.A.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Thomas   Carlyle :    Letters  and  Recollections.     By  Moncure 
D.  Conway,  M.A.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

Cook  (Button) —Hours  with  the  Players. 

By  DuTTON  Cook. 


Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 

Copyright— A   Handbook  of  English  and 

Foreign  Copyright  in  Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.  By  Sidney 
Jerrold,  of  the  Middle  Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Lavv. 
"  Till  the  time  arrives  when  copyright  shall  be  so  simple  and  so  uniform  that 
tt  can  be  generally  understood  and  enjoyed,  such  a  handbook  as  this  will  irove  of 
great  value  It  ts  correct  as  well  as  concise,  and  gives  just  the  kind  and  quantiti 
of  information  desired  by  persons  who  are  ignorant  of  the  subject,  and  turn  to  it 
for  information  and  guidance." — Athen.i;um. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d  ' 

Cornwall— Popular  Romances  of  the  West 

of  England ;  or.  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstition-! 
Cornwall.    Collected  and  Edited  by  Robert  Hunt  F  R  S    ivE  f 
and  Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and  Two  Steel-'plate^iluft™ 
tions  by  GEORGE  Cruikshank.  -uustra- 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  13  Portraits,  7s.  6d. 

Dreasy's  Memoirs  of  Eminent  Etonians ; 

With  Notices  of  the  Early  History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir  Edward 
Creasy,  Author  of  "  The  Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World." 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Etched  Frontispiece,  7s.  6d. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present. 

By  William  Jones,  F.S.A.,  Author  of  "  Finger-Ring  Lore,"  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Srimes  and  Punishments. 

Including  a  New  Translation  of  Beccaria's  "  Dei  Delitti  e  delle  Pene." 
By  James  Anson  Farrer.  

Druikshank,  George; 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in  Two  Series  :  The  First 
from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of  the 
Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith, 
A'Beckett,  Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000  Woodcuts  and  Steel 
Engravings  by  Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt,  two  very  thick  volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Cmikshank.    By  Blanchard  Jerrold, 

Author  of  "  The  Life  of  Napoleon  HI.,''  &c.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  a  List  of  his  Works.   Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Dussans. — Handbook  of  Heraldry; 

with  Instructions  for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans.  Entirely  New  and  Revised 
Edition.    Illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts  and  Coloured  Plates. 

Two  Vols.,  demy  4to,  handsomely  bound  in  half-morocco,  gilt,  profusely 
Illustrated  with  Coloured  and  Plain  Plates  and  Woodcuts,  price  £j  75. 

Oyclopaedia  of  Costume ; 

or,  A  Dictionary  of  Dress — Regal,  Ecclesiastical,  Civil,  and  Military — 
from  the  Earliest  Period  in  England  to  the  reign  of  George  the  Third. 
Including  Notices  of  Contemporaneous  Fashions  on  the  Continent, 
and  a  General  History  of  the  Costumes  of  the  Principal  Countries  of 
Europe.  By  J.  R.  Planche,  Somerset  Herald. 
rheVolumes  may  also  be  had  separately  (each  complete  in  itselt)  at £3 13s.  6i.  each  ; 
Vol.  I.   THE  DICTIONARY. 

Vol.  II.  A  GENERAL  HISTORY  OF  COSTUME  IN  EUROPE. 

Also  in  25  Parts  at  5s.  each.    Cases  for  binding,  ss.  each. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 

Davenant. — What  shall  my  Son  be  P 

Hints  for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of  a  Profession  or  Trade  for  their 
Sons.    By  Francis  Davenant,  M.A.  

Crown  Svo,  half-bound,  12s.  6d. 

Drama,  A  Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays,  Playwrights,  Players, 
and  Playhouses  of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America,  from  the 
Earliest  to  the  Present  Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams.  (Uni- 
form with  Brewer's  "  Reader's  Handbook.")         \_In  preparation. 
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Entirely  New  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  7s.  6a, 

Doran. — Memories  of  our  Great  Towns. 

With  Anecdotic  Gleanings  concerning  their  Worthies  and  their 
Oddities.    By  Dr.  John  Doran,  F.S.A.    With  38  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

Early  English  Poets. 

Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  GrOSART. 

I.  Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com-  1  3.  Herrick's  (Rotoert)  Hesperi- 

plete  Poems:  Christ's  Victorie  in  1  des,  Noble  Numbers,  and  Com- 
Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  I  plete  Collected  Poems.  With 
Earth,    Christ's   Triumph    over  |         Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes, 

Steel  Portrait,  Index  of  First 
Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index,  &o, 
Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Com- 
plete Poetical  Works,  including 
all  those  in  "  Arcadia."  With 
Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction, 
Essay  on  the  Poetry  of  Sidney, 
and  Notes.  Three  Vols. 


Death,  and  Minor  Poems.  With 
Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes. 
One  Vol. 

2.  Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms 
I.  to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hither- 
to Unpublished  MSS.,  for  the 
first  time  Collected  and  Edited. 
With  Memorial  Introduction  and 
Notes.  Two  Vols. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Emanuel. — On    Diamonds    and  Precious 

Stones  ;  their  History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  HARRY  EMANUEL,  F.R.G.S.  With 
numerous  Illustrations,  Tinted  and  Plain. 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Englishman's  House,  The : 

A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in  Selecting  or  Building  a  House, 
with  full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J.  RICHARDSON. 
Third  Edition.    With  nearly  600  Illustrations. 

Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

Ewald. — Stories  from  the  State  Papers. 

By  Alex.  Charles  Ewald,  F.S.A. ,  Author  of  "  The  Life  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,"  &c.    With  an  Autotype  Facsimile. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Fairholt. — Tobacco : 

Its  History  and  Associations  ;  with  an  Account  of  the  Plant  and  its 
Manufacture,  and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all  Ages  and  Countries.  By 
F.  W.  FAIRHOLT,  F.S.A.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  upwards 
of  100  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

Demy  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Familiar  Allusions : 

A  Handbook  of  Miscellaneous  Information  ;  including  the  Names  of 
Celebrated  Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country  Seats  Ruins 
Churches,  Ships,  Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities  and  the  like' 
By  William  A.  Wheeler,  Author  of  "  Noted  Names  of  Fiction  •  "' 
fend  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  ' 
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Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by : 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle :  Lectures  delivered  before 

a  Juvenile  Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution.  Edited  by  William 
Crookes,  F.C.S.  Post  8vo,  clsth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
4S.  6rf. 

On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature,  and  their  Relations  to  each 
other:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile  Audience  at  the  Royal 
Institution.  Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  numerous  Illustrations,  4s.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  75.  6rf. 

Finger-Ring  Lore: 

Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.  By  Wm.  Jones,  F.S.A.  With 
Hundreds  of  Illustrations  of  Curious  Rings  of  all  Ages  and  Countries. 
"  One  of  those  gossiping  books  which  are  as  full  of  amusement  as  of  instruction." 

— ATHEN.EUM. 


Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

Fitzgerald. — Recreations  of  a  Literary  Man ; 

or.  Does  Writing  Pay  ?  With  Recollections  of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a  View  of  a  Literary  Man's  Working  Life.  By  Percy  Fitz- 
gerald. 


Gardening  Books : 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse :  Practical  Advice 

to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  arid 
Frame  Garden.    By  George  Glenny.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6rf. 
Our  Kitchen  Garden:    The  Plants   we  Grow,  and    How  we 
Cook  Them.    By  Tom  Jerrold,  Author  of  "  The  Garden  that  Paid  the 
Rent,"  &c.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Household  Horticulture :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.  By  Tom 
and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d, 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Kent.  Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover, 
IS. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

My  Garden  WUd,  and  What  I  Grew  there.    By  Francis 

George  Heath.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


One  Shilling  Monthly. 

Gentleman's  Magazine  (The)  for  1882. 

The  jANtJARY  Number  of  this  Periodical  contained  the  First  Chapters 
of  a  New  Serial  Story,  entitled  "  Dust,"  by  Julian  Hawthorne, 
Author  of  "Garth,"  &c.  "Science  Notes,"  by  W.  Mattieu 
Williams,  F.R.A.S.,  will  also  be  continued  monthly. 
*»*  Now  ready,  the  Volume  for  January  to  June,  1882,  cloth  extra, 
price  8s.  6d ;  and  Cases  for  binding,  price  2s.  each. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Glenny.— A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and 

Greenhouse  :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Manage- 
ment of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  By  George  Glenny. 
"  A  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  conveyed  in  very  simple  language.  The 
amateur  need  not  wish  for  a  better  guide."— hssDS  Mercuky. 
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THE  RUSKIN  GRIMM.— Square  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

German  Popular  Stories. 

Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor. 
Edited  with  an  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin.  With  22  Illustrations 
on  Steel  by  George  Cruikshank.    Both  Series  Complete. 
"The  illustrations  of  this  volume    .  are  of  quite  sterling  and  admirable 

art,  of  n  class  precisely  parallel  in  elevation  to  the  character  of  the  tales  which 
they  illustrate ;  and  the  original  etchings,  as  I  have  before  said  in  the  Appendix  to 
my  'Elements  of  Drawing,'  were  unrivalled  in  masterfulness  of  touch  since  Rem- 
brandt (in  some  qualities  of  delineation,  unrivalled  even  by  him).  .  .  To  make 
somewhat  enlarged  copies  of  them,  looking  at  them  through  a  magnifying  glass, 
and  never  putting  two  lines  where  Cruikshank  has  put  only  one,  would  be  an  exer- 
cise in  decision  and  severe  drawing  which  would  leave  afterwards  little  to  be  learnt 
in  schools." — Extract  from  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin. 


Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth  extra,  2S.  per  volume. 


Golden  Library,  The : 

Ballad  History  of  England.  By 
W.  C.  Bennett. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of 

the  Echo  Club. 

Byron's  Don  Juan. 
Emerson's  Letters  and  Social 

Aims. 

Godwin's  (WiUiam)  Lives  of 

the  Necromancers. 

Holmes's    Autocrat    of  the 

Breakfast  Table.  With  an  Introduc-  i 
tion  by  G.  A.  Sal.k.  | 

Holmes's    Professor    at  the 

Breakfast  Table. 

HoocTs  Whims  and  Oddities. 

Complete.     With  all  the  original 
Illustrations. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of 
a  Traveller. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of 

the  Alhambra. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and 

Occupations  of  Country  Life. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Elia.  Both 
Series  Complete  in  One  Vol. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays  ;  A  Tale 

for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and  other 
Pieces.  With  Portrait,  and  Introduc- 
tion by  Edmund  Ollier. 


MaUory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d' Arthur  :  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round 
Table.  Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie 
Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.  Com- 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld's   Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve. 

St.  Pierre's  Paul  and  Virginia, 

and  The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, 
with  Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Shelley's  Early  Poems,  and 
Queen  Mab,  with  Essay  by  Leigh 
Hunt. 

Shelley's  Later  Poems :  Laon 

and  Cythna,  &c. 

Shelley's  Posthumous  Poems, 

the  Shelley  Papers,  &c. 
SheUey's  Prose  Works,  includ- 
ing A  Refutation  of  Deism,  Zastrozzi, 
St.  Irvyne,  &c. 

White's  Natural  History  of  Sel- 
borne.  Edited,  with  Additions,  by 
Thomas  Brown,  F.L.S. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  edges,  75.  6d. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought,  The  : 

An  Encyclopedia  of  Quotations  from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries,    Selected  and  Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor, 
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New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life  of  the, 

Described  from  Antique  Monuments.     By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
KONER.    Translated  from  the  Third  German  Edition,  and  Edited  by 
Dr.  F.  HUEFFER.    With  545  Illustrations. 
"  Must  find  a  place,  not  only  tipon  the  scholar's  shelves,  but  in  every  well-chosen 
library  of  art." — Daily  News. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  4s.  6rf. 

Guyot— The  Earth  and  Man;' 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  relation  to  the  History  of  Mankind. 
By  Arnold  Guyot.  With  Additions  by  Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce, 
and  Gray;  12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel,  some  Coloured,  and 
copious  Index. 


Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hair  (The)  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weak- 
ness, and  Disease.   Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pixcus. 


Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poems  by : 

Maiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  8s. 
New  Symbols,    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 

Half-Hours  with  Foreign  Novelists. 

With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and  Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice 
ZiMMERN.    A  New  Edition. 


Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Hall.— Sketches  of  Irish  Character.   By  Mrs. 

S.  C.  Hall.    With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by 
Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and  G.  Cruikshank. 
"The  Irish  Sketches  of  this  lady  resemble   Miss  Mitford's  beautiful  English 

sketches  in  '  Our  Village,'  but  they  are  far  more  vigorous  and  picturesque  and 

bright." — Blackwood's  Magazine. 

Haweis  (Mrs.),  Works  by 

The  Art  of  Dress.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Illustrated  by  tha 
Author.   Small  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp.  is.  6d. 

"  A  well-considered  attempt  to  apply  canons  of  good  taste  to  the  costumes 
of  ladies  of  our  time.  .  .  .  Mrs.  Haweis  writes  frankly  and  to  the 
point ;  she  does  not  mince  matters,  but  boldly  remonstrates  with  her  own  sex 
on  the  follies  they  indulge  in.  .  .  .  We  may  recommend  the  book  to  the 
ladies  whom  it  concerns." — Athen.eum. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  gilt  edges,  with  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  nearly  100 
Illustrations,  los.  6rf. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Square  8vo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely  Illustrated,  los.  6d. 

*,*  See  also  Chaucer,  p.  6  of  this  Catalogue. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^. 

Heath  (F.  G.)— My  Garden  Wild, 

And  What  I  Grew  there.  By  FRANCIS  GEORGE  HEATH,  Author  of 
"  The  Fern  World,"  &c. 


SPECIMENS  OF  MODERN  POETS.— Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Heptalogia  (The) ;  or,  The  Seven  against  Sense. 

A  Cap  with  Seven  Bells. 
"  The  merits  of  the  book  cannot  be  fairly  estimated  by  means  of  a  few  extracts; 
it  should  be  read  at  length  to  be  appreciated  properly,  and  in  our  opinion,  its 
merits  entitle  it  to  be  very  widely  read  indeed." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

Cr.Svo,  bound  in  parchment,  8s.  ;  Large-Paper  copies  (only  50  printed),  15s. 

Herbert. — The  Poems  of  Lord  Herbert  of 

Cherbury.    Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2S.  f>d. 

Holmes.— The  Science  of  Voice  Production 

and  Voice  Preservation  :  A  Popular  Manual  for  the  Use  of  Speakers 
and  Singers.    By  Gordon  Holmes,  L.R.C.P.E. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6rf. 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works, 

In  Prose  and  Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the  Comic  Annuals. 
With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Square  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Hood's  (Tom)  From  Nowhere  to  the  North 

Pole  :  A  Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.  With  25  Illustrations  by 
W.  Brunton  and  E.  C.  Barnes. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works, 

including  his  Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons-mots,  Puns  and  Hoaxes. 
With  a  new  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles  and  Illustrations! 

Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  extra,  7s. 

Horne. — Orion : 

Poem,  in  Three  Books.    By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
 With  PhjDtographic  Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Summers. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Howell.— Conflicts  of  Capital  and  Labour 

Historically  and  Economically  considered.  Being  a  Historv  and 
Review  of  the  Trade  Unions  of  Great  Britain,  showing  their  Origin 
Progress,  Constitution,  and  Objects,  in  their  Political  Social  Eco- 
nomical, and  Industrial  Aspects.    By  George  Howell 

"  Pi' "       ""'"'P''""''  °»  t^l"  .^''o'f  «  successful  attempt  to  Place  the 
work  of  trade  unions  m  the  past,  and  their  objects  in  the  future  fairl   h  f  tl 
public  from  the  working  man's  point  of  uick',"— Pall  Mall  Gazette  ^^'"'^ 
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Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I2S.  6d. 

Hueffer.— The  Troubadours : 

A  History  of  Provengal  Life  and  Literature  in  the  Middle  Ages.  By 
Francis  Hueffer. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Ireland  under  the  Land  Act : 

Letters  to  the  Standard  during  the  Crisis.  Containing  the  most 
recent  Information  about  the  State  of  the  Country,  the  Popular 
Leaders,  the  League,  the  Working  of  the  Sub-Commissions,  &c, 
With  Leading  Cases  under  the  Act,  giving  the  Evidence  in  full  5 
Judicial  Dicta,  &c.    By  E.  Cant-Wall. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Janvier.— Practical  Keramics  for  Students. 

By  Catherine  A.  Janvier. 

"  Will  be  found  a  tisefiil  handbook  by  those  who  wish  to  try  the  manufacture  or 
decoration  of  pottery,  and  may  be  studied  by  all  who  desire  to  know  something  of 
the  art." — Morning  Post. 


A  New  Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  7s.  6d. 

Jennings.— The  Rosicrucians  : 

Their  Rites  and  Mysteries.  With  Chapters  on  the  Ancient  Fire  and 
Serpent  Worshippers.  By  Hargrave  Jennings.  With  Five  full- 
page  Plates  and  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by : 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.    Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover, 

IS. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6rf. 
Household  Horticulture  :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    By  Tom  and 

Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
Our  Kitchen  Garden :  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook 
Them.    By  Tom  Jerrold,  Author  of  "The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent, ' 
&c.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
"  The  combination  of  hints  on  cookery  with  gardening  has  been  very  cleverly 
carried  out,  and  the  result  is  an  interesting  and  highly  instructive  little  work.  Mr. 
Jerrold  is  correct  in  saying  that  English  people  do  not  make  half  the  use  of  vege- 
tables they  might ;  and  by  showing  how  easily  they  can  be  grown,  and  so  obtained 
fresh,  he  is  doing  a  great  deal  to  make  them  more  popular."— Daii^y  Chronicle. 

Two  Vols.  Svo,  with  52  Illustrations  and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14s. 

Josephus,  The  Complete  Works  of. 

Translated  by  Whiston.  Containing  both  "  The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews  "  and  "  The  Wars  of  the  Jews."  

Small  Svo,  cloth,  full  gilt,  gilt  edges,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Kavanagh.— The  Pearl  Fountain, 

And  other  Fairy  Stories.     By  Bridget  and  Julia  Kavanagh. 
With  Thirty  Illustrations  by  J.  MOYR  Smith. 
"Genuine  new  fairy  stories  of  the  old  type,  some  of  them  as  delightful  as  the 
best  of  Grimm's  '  German  Popular  Stories.'    .    .       .   For  the  most  part  the  stories 
are  downright,  thorough-going  fairy  stories  of  the  most  admirable  kind.       ,   „  . 
Mr,  Moyr  Smith's  illustrations,  too,  are  admirable."— Sfkctaior, 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Knight  (The)  and  the  Dwarf. 

By  CHARLES  MILLS.   With  Illustrations  by  Thomas  Lindsay, 


Crown  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  with  numerous  Plates,  as.  6d. 

Lace  (Old  Point),  and  How  to  Copy  and 

Imitate  it.  By  DAISY  Waterhouse  Hawkins.  With  17  Illustra- 
tions by  the  Author. 


Lamb  (Charles) 


Mary  and  Charles  Lamb:  Their  Poems,  Letters,  and  Remains. 
With  Reminiscences  and  Notes  by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.  With  Han- 
cock's Portrait  of  the  Essayist,  Facsimiles  of  the  Title-pages  of  the  rare 
First  Editions  of  Lamb's  and  Coleridge's  Works,  and  numerous  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 

Lamb's  Complete  Worlts,  in  Prose  and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the 
Original  Editions,  with  many  Pieces  hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  a  Page  of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig."  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  ys.  6d, 

"  A  complete  edition  0/  Lamb's  writings,  in  prose  and  verse,  has  long  been 
wanted,  and  is  now  supplied.  The  editor  appears  to  have  taken  great  pains  to 
bring  together  Lamb's  scattered  contributions,  and  his  collection  contains  a 
number  of  pieces  which  are  now  reproduced  for  the  first  time  since  their  original 
pppfarance  in  various  old  periodicals." — Saturday  Review. 

Poetary  for  Children,  and  Prince  Dorus.    By  Charles  Lamb. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  unique  copies.    Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 
"  The  quaint  and  delightful  little  book,  over  the  recovery  of  which  all  the 
hearts  of  his  lovers  are  ye(  warm  with  rejoicing,'' — A.  C.  Swinburne. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Lares  and  Penates; 

Or,  The  Background  of  Life.    By  FLORENCE  Caddy. 
"The  whole  book  is  well  worth  reading,  for  it  is  full  of  practical  suggestions. 
We  hope  nobody  will  be  deterred  from  taking  np  a  book  which  teaches  a  good  deal 
about  sweetening  poor  lives  as  well  as  giving  grace  to  wealthy  ones  "—Graphic 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d, 

Life  in  London ; 

or.  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian  Tom.  With  the 
whole  of  Cruikshank's  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after  the  Originals. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Lights  on  the  Way  : 

Some  Tales  within  a  Tale.     By  the  late  J.  H.  Alexander  B  A 
Edited,  with  an   Explanatory  Note,  by  H.  A.  Page    Author '  of 
"  Thoreau ;  A  Study."  ' 
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Longfellow : 

Longfellov/'s  Complete  Prose  Works.    Including  "  Outre  Mer," 

"Hyperion,"  "  Kavanagh,"  "The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Europe,"  and 
Driftwood."   With  Portrait  and  Illustrations  by  Valentine  Bromley. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

LongfeUow's  Poetical  Works.  Carefully  Reprinted  from  the 
Original  Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Lunatic  Asylum,  My  Experiences  in  a. 

By  A  Sane  Patient. 

"The  story  is  clever  and  interesting,  sad  beyond  measure  though  the  subject 
be.  There  is  no  personal  bitterness,  and  no  violence  or  anger.  Whatever  may 
have  been  the  evidence  for  our  author's  madness  when  he  was  consigned  to  an 
asylum,  nothing  can  be  clearer  than  his  sanity  when  he  arote  this  book ;  it  is 
bright,  calm,  and  to  the  point," — Spectator. 


Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page  Plates,  cloth  boards,  i8s, 

Lusiad  (The)  of  Camoens. 

Translated  into  Fnglish  Spenserian  Verse  by  ROBERT  FfreNch  Duff, 


McCarthy  (Justin),  Works  by: 

History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria 
to  the  General  Election  of  1880.  By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  125.  each. 

"  Criticism  is  disarmed  before  a  composition  wh  ich  provokes  little  but  approval. 
This  is  a  really  good  book  on  a  really  interesting  subject,  and  words  piled  on 
words  could  say  no  more  for  it." — Saturday  Review, 

History  of  the  Four  Georges.  By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P, 
Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each.        {In  preparation, 

*j*  For  Mr.  McCarthy's  Novels,  see  pp.  21,  23. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Maclise  Gallery  (The)  of  Illustrious  Literary 

Characters  :  85  fine  Portraits,  with  Descriptive  Text,  Anecdotal  and 
Biographical.    By  William  Bates,  B.A.  [In  preparation. 


Handsomely  printed  in  facsimile,  price  5s. 

Magna  Charta, 

An  exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  Document  in  the  British  Museum, 
printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2  feet  wide,  with  tha 
Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours, 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Macquoid  (Mrs,),  Works  by : 

In  the  Ardennes.    By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid.   With  50  fine 

Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 
Pictures  and  Legends  from  Normandy  and  Brittany.  By 

Katharine  S.  Macquoid.    With  numerous  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R. 

Macquoid.  Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  los.  6d, 
Through  Normandy.    By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid.  With 

go  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 
Through  Brittany.       By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid.  With 

numerous  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid.    Sq.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d 
"The  pleasant  companionship  which  Mrs.  Macquoid  offers,'^  while  wander- 
ing from  one  point  of  interest  to  another,  seems  to  throw  a  renewed  charm 
around  each  oft-depicted  scene." — Morning  Post. 

Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by : 

Is  Life  Worth  Living  P    By  William  Hurrell  Mallock. 

Crown  8vo,  cioth  extra,  6s. 
The  New  Kepublic  ;  or.  Culture,  Faith,  and  Philosophy  in  an 

English  Country  House.  By  W.  H.  Mallock.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs.  fid. 
The  New  Paul  and  Virginia ;  or.  Positivism  on  an  Island.  By 

W,  H.  Mallock.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 
Poems.    By  W.  H.  Mallock.    Small  4to,  bound  in  parchment,  8s. 
A  Romance  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.   By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

Second  Edition,  with  a  Preface.   Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  21s. 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.  Revised  and  Corrected 
throughout  by  the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer.   By  Mark  Twain.   With  100 

Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  Cheap  Edition,  illust.  bds.,2S. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent  of  Europe :  The  Innocents 

Abroad,  and  The  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.  By  Mark  Twain.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2S. 

An  Idle  Excursion,  and  other  Sketches.    By  Mark  Twain. 

^  ,Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.    By  Mark  Twain.   With  nearly 

200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Innocents  Abroad ;    or.  The  New   Pilgrim's  Progress: 
Being  some  Account  ot  the  Steamship  "  Quaker  City's  "  Pleasure  Ex- 
cursion to  Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.     With  234  Illustrations  Bv 
Mark  Twain.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  ' 

The  Innocents  at  Home^  and  Roughing  It.   By  Mark  Twain, 
Whh  200  Illustrations  by  F.  A.  Feaser.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  ys  6d  ' 
The  stolen  White  Elephant,  &c,    By  Mark  Twain    ' Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  Tramp  Abroad.  By  Mark  Twain.  With  314  Illustrations 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6rf.  iiiubirauons. 

"  The  fun  and  tenderness  of  the  conception,  of  which  i,n  u;.;..„  .  1  t 
Mark  Twain  is  capable,  its  grace  and%ntasy  Zd  LnL  ih/,.  1  /' 
feeling  for  animals  that  is  manifest  in  every  line,  make  of  nil  iu-  '"".""f/"' 
Jim  Baker  and  his  jays  a  piece  of  work  that  is  not  onlv  deli  Jltf,  f^"""^  °f 
reading,  but  also  of  a  high  degree  of  merit  as  literature  ""'S^ful  as  mere 
full  of  good  things,  and  contains  passages  and  episodes  that  are  eni^nlf^  n" 
funniest  of  those  that  have  gone  before." — Athen/Eum.  10  me 
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Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  &d.  per  volume. 

Mayfair  Library,  The : 

By  W.  H 


The  New  Republic 

Mallock. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia. 

By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

The  True  History  of  Joshua 

Davidson.   By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Old  Stories  Re-told.  By  Walter 
Thornbury. 

Thoreau:  His  Life  and  Aims. 
By  H.  A.  Page. 

By  stream  and  Sea.  By  Wil- 
liam Senior. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry 
S.  Leigh. 

Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh 
Rowley. 

More  Puniana.  By  the  Hon. 
Hugh  Rowley. 

Puck  on   Pegasus.     By  H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
The    Speeches    of  Charles 
Dickens. 

Muses  of  Mayfair,    Edited  by 

H.  Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By 

Brillat-Savarin. 

The  Philosophy  of  Hand- 
writing. By  Don  Felix  de  Sala- 
manca. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By 

Henry  J.  Jennings. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies, 

Follies,  Frolics.   By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  andEccen- 

tricities.     Selected  and  Edited  by 
W.  T.  Dobson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.  By  Robert 
Kempt. 

Latter-bay  Lyrics.  Edited  by 
W.  Davenport  Adams. 

***  Other  Volmnes 


Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gil- 
bert. First  Series.  Containing: 
The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and 
Galatea—  Charity  —The  Princess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gil- 
bert. Second  Series.  Containing : 
Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweet- 
hearts—  Dan'l  Druce  —  Gretchen — 
Tom  Cobb— The  Sorcerer— H.M.S 
Pinafore — The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Carols  of  Cockayne.  By  Henry 
S.  Leigh. 

The  Book  of  Clerical  Anec- 
dotes. By  Jacob  Larwood. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "  The 

Times,"  from  1800  to  1870.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction.by  Alice  Clay. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.  By 
Fin-Bec. 

Pastimes   and   Players.  By 

Robert  Macgregor. 
Balzac's  "  Comgdie  Humaine  " 

and  its  Author.  With  Translations 
by  H.  H.  Walker. 

Melancholy    Anatomised :  A 

Popular  Abridgment  of  "Burton's 
Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 
Quips  and  Quiddities.  Selected 
by  W.  Davenport  Adams. 

Leaves  from  a  NaturaUst's 

Note-Book.  By  Andrew  Wilson, 
F.R.S.E. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast-Table. By  Oliver  Wendell 
Holmes.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson. 

Forensic'  Anecdotes ;  or,  Hu- 
mour and  Curiosities  of  the  Law 
and  of  the  Men  of  Law.  By  Jacob 
Larwood. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob 

Larwood.  [/»<  the  press, 

are  in  preparation. 


Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2S.  6d, 

Miller.— Physiology  for  the  Young ; 

Or,  The  House  of  Life :  Human  Physiology,  with  its  application  to 
the  Preservation  of  Health.  For  use  in  Classes  and  Popular  Reading. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.    By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick  Miller. 
"An  admirable  introduction  to  a  subject  which  all  who  value  health  and  enjoy 
life  should  have  at  their  fingers'  «Brfs."— Echo. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by : 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  A  Concise  Set  of  Rules  for  the 
Management  of  the  Skin ;  with  Directions  for  Diet,  Wines,  Soaps,  Baths, 
&c.  By  J.  L.  Milton,  Senior  Surgeon  to  St.  John's  Hospital.  Small 
8vo,  15. ;  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  SMn.    Small  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth  extra. 

IS.  6d. 

Large  4to,  bound  in  buckram,  21s. 

Moncrieff— The  Abdication;  or,  Time  Tries  All. 

An  Historical  Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrieff.  With  Seven 
Etchings  by  John  Pettie,  R.A.,  W.  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J.  Mac 
Whirter,  A.R.A.,  Colin  Hunter,  R.  Macbeth,  and  Tom  Graham. 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  js.Cd. 

North  Italian  Polk. 

By  Mrs.  COMYNS  Carr.  Illustrated  by  Randolph  Caldecott. 

"A  delightful  book,  of  a  kind  which  is  far  too  rare.   If  anyone  wants  to  really 
know  the  North  Italian  folk,  we  can  honestly  advise  him  to  omit  the  journey,  and 
read  Mrs.  Carr's  pages  instead.    .    .   Description  with  Mrs.  Carr  is  a  real  gift. 
It  is  rarely  that  a  book  is  so  happily  illustrated." — •CoNTEMPORARy  Review. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  5s. 

Number  Nip  (Stories  about), 

The  Spirit  of  the  Giant  Mountains.  Retold  for  Children  by  Walter 
Grahame.    With  Illustrations  by  J.  MOYR  Smith. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Vignette  Portraits,  price  6s.  per  Vol. 

Old  Dramatists,  The . 

Ben  Jonson's  Works. "                1  Charles  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.  the 

With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  I  Translations    of    the    Iliad  and 

and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  Wil-  I  Odyssey. 

LiAM  GiFFOKD.    Edited  by  Colonel  '    t,.-    ,   ,  , 

Cunningham.   Three  Vols.  Marlowe's  WorkS. 

Including  his  Translations.  Edited, 

Chapman's  Works.                       '  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  Col. 

Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  con-  1  Cunningham.   One  Vol. 

tains  the  Plays  complete,  including  i  Massinger's  PlaVS 

roJ^i^fn^^^kZtko^.:^^  i  rd^t'^dfeo'ii^-"^"^'"?,^"- 

an  Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  i  ^y  Col.  Cunningham.  One 

O'Shaughnessy  CArthur),  WorkTbjT- 

^°To,^i^eZ°Tel  ^-HUR  O'Shauohnessv.  Fcap. 

^t^,.fSL^°Ti''-         ^'^^^'^  O'Shauchnessv.  Fcap. 

^^?fo.h°Lg^ra..  ARTHUI^O'SHAUaHNESSV.     CroWH  SvO, 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  is.  ed.  ' 

Parliamentary  Procedure,  A  Popular  HaTirl. 

book  of.   By  HENRY  W,  Lucy.  *  "X^i^ictj;  iiana- 
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Large  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  beautifully  Illustrated,  31s.  6d. 

Pastoral  Days; 

Or,  Memories  of  a  New  England  Year.   By  W.  Hamilton  Gibson. 

With  75  Illustrations  in  the  highest  style  of  Wood  Engraving. 
"  The  volume  contains  a  prose  poem,  with  illustrations  in  the  shape  of  wood 
engravings  more  beautiful  than  it  can  well  enter  into  the  hearts  of  most  men  to 
conceive." — Scotsman. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Payn.— Some  Private  Views : 

Being  Essays  contributed  to  The  Nineteenth  Century  and  to  The 
Times.    By  James  Payn,  Author  of  "  Lost  Sir  Massingberd,"  &c. 

 For  Mr.  Payn's  Novels,  see  pp.  21,  23,  24.  

Two  Vols.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  105.  6d. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious  Men. 

Translated  from  the  Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and  a 
Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and  William  Langhorne. 

New  Novels : 

IN  MAREMMA.    By  Ouida.    3  vols.,  crown  8vo. 
rOR  CASH  ONLY.   By  James  Payn.   3  vols.,  crown  Svo. 
PRINCE  SARONI'S  WIPE.    By  Julian  Hawthorne.  2  vols. 
MARTYRDOM  of  MADELINE.  By  Robert  Buchanan.  3  vols. 
COALS  OF  riRE.  By  D.  Christie  Murray.  3  vols.,  crown  Svo. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN-PARTY.    By  Mrs. 

J.  H.  RiDDELL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
WILKIE  COLLINS'S  NEW  NOVEL.  3  vols.,  cr.  Svo.  [Shortly. 
NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.  By  R.  Louis  Stevenson.  2  vols., 

post  8V0,  I2S. 

KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.    By  Anthony  Trollope.    2  vols., 

post  Svo,  12s.  [In  preparation. 

VALENTINE  STRANGE.    By  D.  Christie  Murray.  3  vols., 

crown  Svo.  [In  preparation. 

ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.    By  Besant 

and  Rice.  3  vols.,  crown  Svo.  \_In  preparation, 
THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT.  By  Charles  Gibbon.  3  vols.,  crown 
 Svo.    [In  preparation^ 

Crown  Svo,  red  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 

Ouida's  Novels— Library  Edition. 


Held  in  Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
Cliandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Idalia.  „ 
Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders.  ,   „        ,  , 

*«*  Also  a  Cheap  Edition  of  all  but  the  last,  post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2S.  each. 


Pascarel. 
Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes. 
Signa. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Commune. 
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Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Piccadilly  Novels,  The. 

Popular  ^tortc^      ft)t  3&eSt  Stut^arS. 


BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  "Widow  ? 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  rieet. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 

Deceivers  Ever. 
Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 
Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Pinch. 
Miss  or  Mrs  ? 
The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

Felicia. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  E DWARVES, 
Archie  Lovell. 


BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. 
Queen  Cophetua. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
In  Love  and  War. 
What  will  the  World  Say  ? 
For  the  King. 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellice  (Juentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 

BY  MRS  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thomlcroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HENRY  JAMES,  Jm. 

Confidence. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 

Number  Seventeen. 
Oakshott  Castle. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 

Patricia  Kemball 

^^^^^"^^  ?l  Dundas, 
The  World  WeU  Lost 

Under  which  Lord  »  ' 
With  a  Silken  Thread 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family, 
"My  Love!" 
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Piccadilly  Novels — continued. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy,  m.p. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Linley  Rochford. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

BY  AGNES  MACDONELL. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID.  \ 

Lost  Kose.  I 
The  Evil  Eye.  i 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open !  Sesame ! 
Written  in  Fire. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Fallen  Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's  Word 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

From  Exile. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

From  ExUe. 


BY  CHARLES  READS,  D.C.L, 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Wofilngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman. 
One  Against  the  World. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
The  Two  Dreamers. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Proud  Maisie. 
Cressida. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPS. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 

BY  T.  A.  TROLLOPS. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65, 

Planche. — Songs  and  Poems,  from  i8ig  to  1879. 

By  J.  R.  Planche.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his  Daughter, 
Mrs.  Mackarness. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Poe's  Choice  Prose  and  Poetical  Works. 

With  Baupelaire's  "  Essay." 
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Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 

Popular  Novels,  Cheap  Editions  of. 

[WilkieCollins's  Novels  and  Besant  and  Rice's  Novels  may  also  be  had 
in  cloth  limp  at  2s.  6d.  See,  too,  the  Piccadilly  Novels, /o;-  Library  Editions-^ 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 


Confidences. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ? 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

My  Little  Girl. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar's^Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 

Grantley  Grange. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes. 
Savage  Life. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Gabriel  Conroy. 

BY  F.  E.  BURNETT. 

Surly  Tim. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  ilver. 
Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  a.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 

The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 

Antonina. 
"Basil. 

^de  and  Seek. 
ts  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

''iscellanies. 


The  Woman  in  White, 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Pinch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 
The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 

BY  DUTTON  COOK. 

Leo. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

A  Point  of  Honour, 
Archie  LoveU. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

FeUcia. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 

Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Polly. 

Bella  Donna. 

Never  Forgotten. 

The  Second  Mrs.  TUlotson. 

Seventy-flve  Brooke  Street. 

BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. 
Queen  Cophetua. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the  World  Say  » 
In  Honour  Bound 
The  Dead  Heart 
In  Love  and  War 
For  the  King. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow 
In  Pastures  Green 
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Popular  Novels — continued. 
BY  yAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLWAY. 

E very-day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 

Paul  Wynter's  Sacriflce. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

Garth. 

EUice  Quentin. 

BY  TOM  HOOD. 

A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  VICTOR  HUGO. 

The  Hunchback  of  Notre  Dame. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

Thornicroft's  Model. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HENRY  JAMES,  Jim. 

Confidence. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 

Number  Seventeen. 
Oakshott  Castle. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LYNTON. 

Patricia  Kemball. 
Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 

BY  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY,  M.P. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 

BY  AGNES  MACDONELL. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye. 
Lost  Rose. 


BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open !  Sesame ! 
A,  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go. 
Mr.  DoriUion. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

BY  OUIDA. 

Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Idalia. 

Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage. 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

FoUe  Faruie. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes. 
Signa. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

BY  JAMES  PA  'YN. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
Bentinck's  Tutor. 
Murphy's  Master. 
A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
Cecil's  Tryst. 
The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
The  Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Humorous  Stories. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
A  Marine  Residence. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
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Popular  Novels — continued. 

James  Payk — continued. 
Not  Wooed,  but  "Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Eeward. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Walter's  Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

BY  CHARLES  READS,  D.C.L. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Wofflngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaiint. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RWDELL. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 


BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman. 
One  Against  the  World. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 

Tales  for  the  Mariaes. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  MARK  TWAIN. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  in  Europe. 

Tom  Sawyer. 

An  Idle  Excursion. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 

Sabina. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
Castaway. 
Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul  Ferroll. 
I  Why  P.  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 


Fcap.  8vo,  picture  covers,  is.  each. 
JefFBriggs's  Love  Story.    By  Bret  Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.    By  Bret  Harte. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.    By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
Kathleen  Mavourneen.    By  the  Author  of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Lmdsay's  Luck.    By  the  Author  of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Pretty  Polly  Pemberton.    By  the  Author  of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  Mrs.  Pirkis. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  Leonard  Graham. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
Esther's  Glove.   By  R.  E.  Francillon. 


Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  130  Illustrations,  3s.  6d 

Prince  of  Argolis,  The : 

A  Story  of  the  Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.    By  J.  Moyr  Smith 
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Proctor  (R.  A.),  Works  by: 

Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year, 
Drawings  of  the  Constellations,  &c.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Myths  and  Marvels  of  Astronomy.  By  Richard  A.  Proctor, 
Author  of"  Other  Worlds  than  Ours,"  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Pleasant  Ways  in  Science.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Rough  Ways  made  Smooth :  A  Series  of  Familiar  Essays  on 
Scientific  Subjects.    By  R.  A.  Proctor.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Our  Place  among  Iniinities :  A  Series  of  Essays  contrasting  our 
Little  Abode  in  Space  and  Time  with  the  Infinities  Around  us.  By 
Richard  A.  Proctor.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Expanse  of  Heaven :  A  Series  of  Essays  on  the  Wonders 
of  the  Firmament.    By  Richard  A.  Proctor.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  By  Richard  A.  Proctor.  New  and  Re- 
vised Edition,  with  Plates,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6rf.  [In  preparation. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science  Workers.   Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 

"  Mr.  Proctor,  of  all  writers  of  our  time,  best  conforms  to  Matthew  Arnold's  con- 
ception of  a  man  of  culture,  in  that  he  strives  to  humanise  knowledge  and  divest  it 
of  whatever  is  harsh,  crude,  or  technical,  and  so  makes  it  a  source  of  happiness  and 
brightness  for  all." — Westminster  Review.  

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6£?, 

Pursuivant  of  Arms,  The; 

or,  Heraldry  founded  upon  Facts.  By  J.  R.  Planche,  Somerset 
Herald.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6ii. 

Rabelais'  Works. 

Faithfully  Translated  from  the  French,  with  variorum  Notes,  and 
numerous  characteristic  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dore.  . 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  the  various  Spectra,  7s.  dd. 

Rambosson— Popular  Astronomy. 

By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of  the  Institute  of  France.  Translated 
by  C.  B.  Pitman.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

Entirely  New  Edition  Revised,  crown  8vo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6rf. 

Reader's  Handbook  (The)  of  Allusions,  Re- 
ferences, Plots,  and  Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer.  Third  Edition, 
revised  throughout,  with  a  New  Appendix  containing  a  Complete 
English  Bibliography. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Richardson.  —  A  Ministry  of  Health,  and 

other  Papers.    By  Benjamin  Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  per  Volume. 

Robinson.— Natural  History  of  the  Poets. 

By  Phil.  Robinson,  Author  of  "  Under  the  Punkah,"  &c.  In  Four 
Volumes.  Vol.  I;  The  Birds.  Vol.  II.  The  Beasts.  Vol  III.  The 
Fauna  of  Fancy.   Vol.  IV.  The  Flora  Of  Poetry,  -  [InpripAration, 
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Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by  : 

Ovlx  Old  Country  Towns.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  over  5<5 
Illustrations  by  the  Author.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  los.  6d. 

Eambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With 
50  Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  10s,  6d.  Also  an 
Edition  de  Luxe,  in  4to  (only  a  limited  number  printed),  with  the  Illusts. 
beautifully  printed  on  China  paper,  half-bound  boards,  edges  uncut,  42s. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  With  Illustrations  by  Alfred 
Rimmer  and  C.  A.  Vanderhoof.  Sq.  8vo,  cl.  gilt,  los.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

Handsomely  printed,  price  5s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The ; 

or,  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came  over  from  Normandy 
with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country,  A.D.  1066-7, 
With  the  principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illustrated,  4s.  6d.  each. 

"  Secret  Out  "  Series,  The. 

The  Pyrotechnist's  Treasury ;  1  Magician's  Own  Book : 


or.  Complete  Art  of  Making  Fire- 
works. By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
numerous  Illustrations. 

The  Art  of  Amusing  ; 

A  Collection  of  Graceful  Arts, Games, 
Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.  By 
Frank  Bellew.   300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 
Very  Easy  Tricks,  Very  Difficult 
Tricks,White  Magic.Sleight  of  Hand. 


Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  Actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.   200  Illustrations. 

Magic  No  Mystery : 

Tricks  with  Cards,  Dice,  Balls,  &c., 
with  fully  descriptive  Directions ;  the 
Art  of  Secret  Writing ;  Training  of 
Performing  Animals,  &c.  Coloured 
Frontispiece  and  many  Illustrations. 


Edited'byW.H.  Cremer.  200  Illusts!  '  The  Secret  Out : 

One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards, 


The  Merry  Circle : 
A  Book  of  New  Intellectual  Games 
and  Amusements.  By  Clara  Bel- 
lew.    Many  Illustrations. 


and  other  Recreations  ;  with  Enter- 
taining Experiments  in  Drawing- 
room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  W.  H. 
Cremer.   300  Engravings. 


Shakespeare ; 

The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.—  Mr.  William  Shakespeare's 
Copaedies,  Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published  according  to  the  true 
Originall  Copies.  London  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard,  and  Ed.  Blount. 
1623. — A  Reproduction  of  the  extremely  rare  original,  in  reduced  facsimile 
by  a  photographic  process— ensuring  the  strictest  accuracy  in  every 
detail.    Small  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

The  Lansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beautifully  printed  in  red 
and  black,  in  small  but  very  clear  type.  With  engraved  facsimile  of 
Droeshout  s  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales  from  Shakespeare  By 
Charles  and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  coloured  and 
plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

The  Handbook  of  Shakespeare  Music.   'Being  an  Account  of 

350  Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken  from  the  i-jays  and  Poemq  of 
Shakespeare,  the  compositions  ranging  from  the  Elizabethan  App  to  the 
Present  Time.   By  Alfred  Roffe.   410,  half-Roxburghe, "s 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.   By  Algernon  Charles  'swiNRrruNP 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  owir,BURNE. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, -6s. 

Senior.— Travel  and  Trout  in  the  Antipodes. 

An  Angler's  Sketches  in  Tasmania  and  New  Zealand.  By  William 
Senior  ("  Red-Spinner  "),  Author  of  "  By  Stream  and  Sea." 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full-page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6rf. 

Sheridan's  Complete  Works, 

with  Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  printed 
from  the  Original  Editions,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Transla- 
tions, Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  ;  with  a  Collection  of  Sheridaniana. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  100  Illustrations,  7s.  dd. 

Signboards : 

Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and  Remarkable 
Characters.   By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten, 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d, 

Slang  Dictionary,  The : 

Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 


Exquisitely  printed  in  miniature,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  zs.  6d, 

Smoker's  Text-Book,  The. 

By  J.  Hamer,  F.R.S.L. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Spalding. — Elizabethan  Demonology : 

An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  them.    By  T.  Alfred  Spalding,  LL.B. 


Crown  4to,  with  Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Spenser  for  Children. 

By  M.  H.  Towry.   With  Illustrations  by  Walter  J.  Morgan. 


A  New  Edition,  small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Staunton.— Laws  and  Practice  of  Chess ; 

Together  with  an  Analysis  of  the  Openings,  and  a  Treatise  on  End 
Games.   By  Howard  Staunton.  Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gs. 

Stedman.— Victorian  Poets : 

Critical  Essays.    By  Edmund  Clarence  Stedman. 


Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  Works  by : 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books.   By  R,  Louis  Stevenson* 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

New  Arabian  Nights,    By  R,  Louis  Stevenson.    Two  Vols. 

post  8V0,  I2S. 
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Two  Vols. ,  crown  8vo,  with  numerous  Portraits  and  Illustrations,  24s. 

Strahan.— Twenty  Years  of  a  Publisher's 

Life.    By  Alexander  Strahan.  [In  the  press. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Strutt's  Sports  and  Pastimes  of  the  People  of 

England ;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May 
Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  Processions,  Pageants,  and  Pompous 
Spectacles,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  With  140 
Illustrations.    Edited  by  William  Hone. 


Crown  8vo,  with  a  Map  of  Suburban  London,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6rf. 

Suburban  Homes  (The)  of  London : 

A  Residential  Guide  to  Favourite  London  Localities,  their  Society, 
Celebrities,  and  Associations.  With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates', 
and  House  Accommodation. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s. 

Swift's  Choice  Works, 

In  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the 
Maps  in  the  Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver's  Travels." 


Swinburne's  Works : 

The  Queen  Mother  and  Eosa- 
mond.    Fcap.  Svo,  55. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon. 

A  New  Edition.   Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Chastelard. 
A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 

Poems  and  Ballads. 
First  Series.    Fcap.  Svo,  gs.  Also 
in  crown  Svo,  at  same  price. 

Poems  and  Ballads. 

Second  Series.  Fcap.  Svo,  gs.  Also 
in  crown  Svo,  at  same  price. 

Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews. 

Svo,  IS. 

William  Blake : 

A  Critical  Essay.  With  Facsimile 
Paintings.    Demy  Svo,  i6s. 

Songs  before  Sunrise. 
Crown  Svo,  loj.  6d. 

Bothwell : 
A  Tragedy,   Crown  Svo,  i2s.  6d. 


George  Chapman ; 

An  Essay.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 

Songs  of  Two  Nations. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Essays  and  Studies. 

Crown  Svo,  12s. 
Erechtheus : 
A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Note  of  an  English  Republican 

on  the  Muscovite  Crusade.  Svo,  is. 
A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
A  Study  of  Shakespeare. 

Crown  Svo,  Ss. 

Songs  of  the  Springtides. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Studies  in  Song. 

Crown  Svo,  7s. 

Mary  Stuart : 
A  Tragedy.   Crown  Svo  Ss 

■"^^rmr^foLTo^-^-ndother 
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Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  25s. 

Swordj  The  Book  of  the  : 

Being  a  History  of  the  Sword,  and  its  Use  in  all  Countries,  from 
the  Earliest  Times.  By  Captain  Richard  Burton.  With  over  400 
Illustrations.  \In  preparation. 


Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours, 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search 
of  a  Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowlandson's  droll  page  Illustra- 
tions in  Colours,  and  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten. 


Four  Vols,  small  8vo,  cloth  boards,  305. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature. 

Translated  by  Henry  Van  Laun. 
♦»*  Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in  Two  Vols,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  155, 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  profusely  Illustrated,  6s. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule. 

Collected  and  Illustrated  by  J.  MOYR  Smith. 


One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  td. 

Taylor's  (Tom)  Historical  Dramas: 

"  Clancarty,"  "  Jeanne  Dare,"  "  'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "  The  Fool's 
Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's  Wife,"  "  Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and  Passion." 
*^*  The  Plays  may  also  he  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  7s.  dd. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  a  profusion  of  Sketches  by 
William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous  Incidents 
in  his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of  his  every- 
day reading.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Hundreds  of  Wood 
Engravings,  facsimiled  from  Mr.  Thackeray's  Original  Drawings. 


Thombury  (Walter),  Works  by: 

Haunted  London.  By  Walter  Thornbury.  A  New  Edition, 
Edited  by  Edward  Walford,  M.A.,  with  numerous  Illustrations  by 
F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of  J.  M.  W.  Ttxrner.  Founded 
uoon  Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends  and  fellow  Academi- 
r^ns  By  Walter  Thornbury.  A  New  Edition,  considerably  Enlarged. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  in  Colours,  facsimiled  from  Turiler's 
Original  Drawings.   Crown  SvO,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  with  Illustrations,  ys.  6il. 

Thomson's  Seasons  and  Castle  of  Indolence. 

With  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Introduction  by  ALLAN  CUNNING- 
HAM, and  over  50  fine  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood. 


Timbs  (John),  Works  by: 

Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London  With  Anecdotes  of  its  Famous 
Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.  By  John  Timbs,  F.S.A.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccentricities :  Stories  of  Wealth  and 

Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folks,  Men  of  Letters, 
&c.  By  John  Times,  F.S.A.  With  nearly  50  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6rf. 


Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  14s. 

Torrens.— The  Marquess  Wellesley, 

Architect  of  Empire.  An  Historic  Portrait.  Forming  Vol.  I.  of  Pro- 
Consul  and  Tribune:  Wellesley  and  O'Connell:  Historic 
Portraits.    By  W.  M.  Torrens,  M.P.    In  Two  Vols. 


Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  gs. 

Tunis :  the  Land  and  the  People. 

By  Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.    With  22  fine  Illustrations. 


Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Map  and  Ground-Plans,  14s. 

Walcott. — Church  Work  and  Life  in  English 

Minsters ;  and  the  English  Student's  Monasticon.  By  the  Rev. 
Mackenzie  E.  C.  Walcott,  B.D. 


The  Twenty-second  Annual  Edition,  for  1882,  cloth,  full  gilt,  50s. 

Walford.— The  County  Families  of  the  United 

Kingdom.  By  Edward  Walford,  M.A.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  more  than  12,000 
distinguished  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs  Apparent  or  Presump- 
tive, the  Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their  Town  and  Country 
Addresses,  Clubs,  &c. 


Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  with  Illustrations,  ys.  6if. 

Walton  and  Cotton's  Complete  Angler  ; 

or,  The  Contemplative  Man's  Recreation ;  being  a  Discourse  of  Rivers 
Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing,  written  by  Izaak  Walton  •  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream  bv 
Charles  Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir  Harris 
Nicolas,  and  61  Copperplate  Illustrations. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  per  volume. 

Wanderer's  Library,  The : 

Seven  Generations  of 


Merrie  England  in  the  Olden 

Time.  By  George  Daniel.  With 
Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruikshank. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings ; 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  lUusts. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebri- 
ties.  By  Thomas  Frost. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 

By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a 

Cheap  Jack.  By  One  of  the  Frater- 
nity.   Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 

By  Jacob  Larwood.   With  Illusts. 
Low-Life  Deeps.    An  Account 
of  the  Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there. 
By  James  Greenwood. 


Execu- 
tioners :  Memoirs  of  the  Sanson 
Family  (1688  to  1847).  Edited  by 
Henry  Sanson. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 

By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
London  Characters.    By  Henry 

Mayhew.  Illustrated. 

The  Genial  Showman:  Life 
and  Adventures  of  Artemus  Ward. 
By  E.  P.  Kingston.  Frontispiece. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia;  or, 

Life  among  the  Ostrich  Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.  Illustrated. 

Summer  Cruising  in  the  South 

Seas.  By  Charles  Warren  Stod- 
dard.   Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mac 

KAY. 


Life. 


Savage 

Boyle. 

Camp  Notes. 
Boyle. 


By 
By 


Frederick 
[In  the  press, 

Frederick 

{_In  the  press. 


Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate  the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.,  2s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I. 

An  exact  Facsimile  of  this  important  Document,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures  of  the  Regicides,  and  corresponding  Seals. 

Beautifully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate  the  Original  MS.,  price  25. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 

An  exact  Facsimile,  including  the  Signature  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  and 
a  Facsimile  of  the  Great  Seal. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  4J.  6d. 

Westropp. — Handbook  of  Pottery  and  Porce- 

■    lain  ;  or.  History  of  those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period.   By  HoddeR 
M.  Westropp.    With  numerous  Illustrations,  and  a  List  of  Marks. 


Seventh  Edition.    Square  8vo,  is. 

Whistler  v.  Ruskin :  Art  and  Art  Critics. 

By  J.  A.  Macneill  Whistler. 


Large  4to,  cloth  extra,  31s.  6d. 

White  Mountains  (The  Heart  of  the) : 

Their  Legend  and  Scenery.  By  Samuel  Adams  Drake,  With 
nearly  100  Illustrations  by  W.  Hamilton  Gibson, 
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Williams  (Mattieu),  Works  by: 

Science  in  Short  Chapters.      By  W.  Mattieu  Williams, 

F.R.A.S.,  F.C.S.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  [/«  the  press. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    By  W.  Mattieu  Williams, 

F.R.A.S.,  F.C.S.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2S.  6d. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew),  Works  by : 

Chapters  on  Evolution :  A  Popular  History  of  the  Darwinian  and 
Allied  Theories  of  Development.  By  Andrew  Wilson,  Ph.D.,  F.R.S.E. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  300  Illustrations,  7s.  6d.  l^Shortly, 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-book.   By  Andrew  Wilson, 

Ph.D.,  F.R.S.E.  (A  Volume  of  "The  Mayfair  Library.")  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Leisure  -  Time  Studies,  chiefly  Biological.  By  Andrew 
Wilson,  Ph.D.,  F.R.S.E.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo, cloth  extra,  with 
Illustrations,  6s. 

"  It  is  well  when  we  can  take  tip  the  work  of  a  really  qualified  investigator, 
who  in  the  intervals  of  his  more  serious  professional  labours  sets  himself  to  impart 
knowledge  in  such  a  simple  and  elementary  form  as  may  attract  and  instruct, 
with  no  danger  of  misleading  the  tyro  in  natural  science.  Such  a  work  is  this 
little  volume,  made  up  of  essays  and  addresses  written  and  delivered  by  Dr. 
Andrew  Wilson,  lecturer  and  examiner  in  Science  at  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow, 
at  leisureintervals  in  a  busy  professional  life.  .  .  Dr.  Wilson's  pages  teem 
with  matter  stimulating  to  a  healthy  love  of  science  and  a  reverence  for  the 
truths  of  nature." — Saturday  Review. 

Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  6s. 

Wooing  (The)  of  the  Water  Witch : 

A  Northern  Oddity.  By  Evan  Daldorne.  lllust.  byj.  MOYR  Smith. 
Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  12s.  6d. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases  : 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By 
Kliezer  Edwards. 


Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges.  (The  House  of  Hanover.) 
With  400  Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broadsides,  Window  Pictures, 
Uc.    By  Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the  Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
tr';';iH"K'^W'' w^^""'"^-  By  Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.  Profusely  Illus- 
trated  by  F.  W.  Fa.rholt.  F.S.A.    Large  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7/  6rf. 

Demy  8vo,  as. 

Zululand,  (A  Defence  of),  and  its  King. 

With  an  Appendix  containing  Correspondence  on  the  suhiprt  of  the 
Release  of  Cetswayo,  &c.  By  Lady  Florence  Dixie       "J^'^'  °' 
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/ESTHETIC  FABRICS 

FOR  ART  COSTUMES,  UPHOLSTERY,  DECORATIONS, 

And  all  purposes  where  a  soft  and  gracefully-draping  Fabric  is  required. 


NAGPORE  SILK,  from  the  faintest  Straw 
Colour  to  the  darkest  Sapphire,  and  other 
choice  and  rare  colours,  for  Artistic  Gowns, 
i^s.  per  piece. 

MYSORE  SILK,  Gold-Printed,  for  Evening 
Robes,  rare  and  conventional  designs,  copied 
by  permission  from 
the  originals  in  the 
Indian  Museum, 
from  35^.  per  piece. 

MYSORE  SiLK, 

Summer  washing 
Fabrics,  Colour- 
Printed,  of  a  fine 
texture,  and  in  both 
bright  and  subdued 
colours,  from  35^.  per  piece. 


RUMCHUNDER  SILK,pure, thick, 
and  soft  draping,  in  Black  or  White 
only,  from  35^.  to  "jos.  per  piece  of 
about  7  yards,  34  in.  wide. 

UMRITZA   CASHMERE.  The 

New  Costume  Cloth,  adapted  both 
for  Summer  and  Winter  wear. 

UMRITZACASHMEREis  made  of  the  purest 
Indian  Wool.  It  combines  the  utmost  softness 
and  lightness  necessary  for  graceful  draping. 

UMRITZA  CASHMERE,  in  Artistic, Esthetic, 
and  Useful  Shades,  comprising  Persian  Pinks, 
Venetian  Red,  Ochre  Yellow,  Sapphire  and 
Peacock  Blue,  Sage,  Olive  and  Willow  Green, 
Soft  Brown,  Warm  Grey,  Drab,  Old  Gold, 
&c. 

Prices,  21s.  and  25s.  per  Piece  of  9  yards,  27  in.  wide. 

All  Patterns  post  free. 
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KEATING'S  WORM  TABLETS. 

A  Purely  Vegetable  Sweetmeat,  both  in  appearance  and  taste, 
furnishing  a  most  agreeable  method  of  administering  a  well-known  remedy 
for  Intestinal  or  Thread  Worms. 

It  is  a  perfectly  safe  and  mild  preparation,  and  is  specially  adapted  for 
Children,  being  as  harmless  in  its  action  a?  -V  is  prompt  and  certain  in  its 
effects,  and  may  be  taken  with  impunity  by  the  most  delicate  constitution. 
Sold  in  Tins,  is.  i}4d.  each,  by  all  Druggists, 


8oldinTms6^l/-&2/6 


KEATINfi'S  COUGH  LOZENGES. 

The  Besl  Remedy  for  disorders  of  the  Pulmonary  Organs  ;  in  Difficulty 
of  Breathing — in  Redundancy  of  Phlegm — in  incipient  Consumption  (of 
which  Cough  is  most  positive  indication),  they  are  of  unerring  efficacy, 
In  Asthma  and  in  Winter  Cough  they  have  never  been  known  to 
fail. 

KEATING'S  COUGH  LOZENGES  are  free  from  every  deleterious 
ingredient  ;  they  may,  therefore,  be  taken  at  all  times  6y  the  most  delicate 
female  and  by  the  youngest  child ;  while  the  Public  Speaker  and  the  Pro- 
fessional Singer  will  find  them  invaluable  in  allaying  the  hoarseness  and 
irritation  incidental  to  vocal  exertion,  and  consequently  a  powerful  auxi- 
liary in  the  production  of  Melodious  Enunciation  ;  having  been  in  use 
more  than  Half-a-Century,  and  the  numerous  Testimonials  received, 
fully  bear  out  the  above  statement. 

Sold  in  Tins,  \s.  l}^d.  and  2s.  (jd.  each. 


ROOKE' 

OEIENTAL  PILLS 
SOLAR  ELIXIR. 


-RESE   ■•'ELti-KK.uWN  FAMILY  MEDIOINKS  have  had  a  continually  increasiag  sale 
lirouf.iorit  the  United  Ivingdom  and  the  British  Colonies  since  their  introduction  in 
.   183G,  a;\d  are  especially  noted  for  their  STRENGT H  RNING  and  RESTORATIVE 
Properties;  hence  their  invariable  success  in  the  RELIEF  and  CURB  of 
INDIGESTION,  |        Pulmonary  CONSTTMPTIOIT,  ^ 

LirEE.  OOMPLAIirTS,  j  EHEUMATISM, 

ASTHilA,  GOUT,  SCROFULA, 

BHOKCHITIS,  GENEKAIi  DEBILITY, 

and  aU  Diseases  of  the  NERVOUS  SYSTEM,         ,  ' 

whether  arising  Xrom  a  sedentary  mode  of  life,  unhealthy  occupation,  insalubrious  blimate, 

or  oth'r  cause  vfhatsoever.  ;  : 

THE  OBIENTAI.  PILLS  &  SOLAE  ELIXp 

aire  preparod  only  by  CHARLES  ROOKE,  M.D.,  SCARBOBOUGH.  '  Tiiff^ 
PIJjLS  a;:n  sold  in  boxes  at  Is.  14d.  and  4s.  6d.  eanh  ;  the  ELIXlfl'i|i  ; 


1 


Boctj«f.  ■  ■-  is.  6d.  and  lis.  each,  duty  included.  Around  each  Bo^ 
and  SattU  are  wrapped  Directions  for  the  guidance  of 
Patients  in  all  Diseases. 


DR.  LOOKE'S  ANTI-LANCET. 

T  ^"'^     i'l'^-'-ei-VP  jfialtb  :-i'.t\  thus  prolong  life,  should  read  Db.  ROOKE'S  '•'AT'^I. 

LATTClir.  ,-r  'HANDY  LVjIdK  TO  DOMESTIC  MRDICINE,"  which  contains  172  ta-r'et 
ana  is  re,..!ete        auecd^ ' es,  Bketclies,  biographical  matter,  portraits  of  emmeai  mcia,  &c.  ' 

It  mi..v  be  olitii'ued  (iRATIci  of  any  Chemist,  or  POST  FREE  from  Dr  R.ooh:i'  '■•^■t 
boroujjb  En;;lan.l     Concorning  this  book,  the  late  eminent  author,  Sheridan  Kxcwijas. 

0DS6rv'*'^  ■ —  ~  - .  ' 

•■  li  ^(ril.  be  :u  incalculable  boon  to  every  persoa  -wJio^an  read  and  thto"  " 
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0UGH  ELIXIR 

L-iae  of  the  day,  and  is  specially  ,-ecorrimerded_  by  several  eminent  Physi- 
i:-rid  ivith  the  most  signal  success  t.ir  \st.hma.  jironchilis,  Con^uinp„ion, 
I,  Consumptive  Ni-rht  Rweiits.  Spittinfr  of  Blood.  Short.iess  of  Bl-eath. 
"lost  valu'ible  adjunct  to  Dr.  RooEii's  Me^licines  in  al!  alTectionei  of     '  ■ 
the  Throat  ai)<i<;hest.  \   .  'i 

S^JIC  COURH  KTJXIR  is  so!'':  evcryivheie,  by  all  Chemists  Arfj^Paten* 
.  me  foUov.-in  J  prio  s .-  Is.  9d.,  4s.  6d.,  and  lis.  each  Bottle.  ■  A  isaving 
purchasin'f  the  yifr^o  Bt^  i-Ies.    Fiili  ..lirections  with  each  Bottle. 


